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Salutatory Abbreviations used in the book: 


saw sallalahu ‘alaih wa aalihee wa sallam — peace and 
blessings of Allah be upon him and his progeny — whenever 
the Holy Prophet Muhammad is mentioned. 


as ‘alaihis-salaam — peace be upon him — used for Hadrat 
Mirza Ghulam Ahmad of Qadian, the Promised Messiah and 
other prophets of Allah. 


ra radiy-Allahu ‘anhu — may Allah be pleased with him — 
used with the names of companions of the Holy Prophet**” or 
the Promised Messiah**. 


rh rahimahu-Liahu ‘alaihi — may Allah have mercy on him — 
used for other holy personages. 


aa ayyadahu-Allahu-Ta ‘aalaa bi-nasri-hil--Azeez — may Allah 
strengthen him with His Mighty help - used with the title of 
the present Khalifatul Masih. 


HKM Hadhrat Khalifatul Masih 
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Dedication 


| dedicate this book to the cherished memory of my 
grandfather, Subedar Khushal Khan Sahib 
and my father Subedar Abdul Ghafoor 
Khan Sahib. My grandfather's 
unwavering commitment to Ahmadiyyat, 
even at the cost of his life, remains an 
enduring testament to his faith. He has 
the distinct honor of being the first 
Ahmadi of his area martyred by the 
opponents of Ahmadiyyat. His 
martyrdom on May 29, 1942, after attending Juma prayer, 
serves aS a reminder of the sacrifices made for our 
beliefs. (surely to Allah we belong and to Him shall we return). 


My grandfather accepted Ahmadiyyat in 1914 at the hand of 
Hazrat Mirza Bashir Ud Din Mahmood Ahmad, Khalifatul 
Masih Il, through a dream he saw. 


_ My father was blessed to have served as 
Chief Officer Hifazat E Khaas to Hazrat 
Mirza Bashir Ud Din Mahmood Ahmad, 
Khalifatul Masih II (ra) and Hazrat Mirza 
Nasir Ahmad, Khalifatul Masih Ill (rh). He 
had also the distinct honor to be a 
Darwaish? of Qadian in 1947 during 
partition of India. | had the honor and 


1 Darwaish: A term used to describe those Ahmadis who remained in Qadian, 
India and did not move to Pakistan until later. These volunteers stayed behind 
to preserve the character and identity of the small town during a period of 
danger and uncertainty following the partition of India in 1947. 
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good fortune to witness the amazing faith my father had in 
the truth of Ahmadiyyat through these difficult times. | also 
saw at close hand an amazing brave and honest man who 
placed faith and honor before all else. 


It was the sacrifices that he made throughout his life 
which gave us the strength and courage to be ever ready to 
lay down our lives for our faith. May Allah enable us to 
continue to make the martyrdom of my grandfather and the 
service to the jamaat that was the hallmark of my father’s life 
the guiding light in our future lives. Ameen. 


| deem it very essential to express my gratitude to 
Allah the Almighty who granted our family the strength and 
fortitude to face this ordeal and enabled me to publish my 
experiences in the form of this book. 


| am indebted to our son Iftikhar Anmed Khan for his 
editorial assistance and for his unwavering support and 
encouragement throughout this endeavor. May Allah bless 
him abundantly for his contributions. 


| am also indebted to my dearest wife Jamila, for her 
unwavering support and encouragement throughout this 
endeavor. May Allah bless her abundantly for her 
contributions. 


Wassalaam, 

Ajaz Ahmed Khan 
Joppa, MD USA 
June, 2024 
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Foreword 


A cursory glance over the history of 
the first hundred years of Jama‘at 
Ahmadiyya? reveals that with its rapid 
progress, the opposition also gained 
momentum. However, this 
opposition could not subdue the 
progress of the Jama'at; rather it 
served as an impetus to its rapid 
development. The more intensive the 
opposition became; the more avenues of success were 
opened for the Jama'at. If we look at this fact alone, it is 
enough to prove the truthfulness of Jama'at Ahmadiyya. 


History shows that opponents always treat divinely 
established Jama’ats in this way. But Allah, the Almighty, has 
always foiled their evil designs and helped and provided 
succor to his servants. Today, Jama'at Ahmadiyya is repeating 
the same history, and even a little pondering will be enough 
for a seeker of truth to realize the truthfulness of this Jama'at. 


Opposition to Jama'at Ahmadiyya started from the day 
the founder, Hazrat Mirza Ghulam Ahmad Qadiani*®, claimed 
in 1891 to be the Messiah. The opposition was spearheaded 
by religious clerics (Mullahs) primarily based on differences in 
religious doctrine. 

The Mullahs published edicts declaring Hazrat Mirza 
Ghulam Ahmad’ to be an infidel. Religious debates began to 
be organized to resolve differences in religious doctrines. This 
was a kind of religious war in which Muslims, Christians, 


2 In this book, word “Jama'at” is used to refer to the Ahmadiyya Muslim 
Community. 
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Hindus, and adherents of other religions were united against 
Jama'at Ahmadiyya. In short, the Jama'at was under attack 
from all fronts. However, by the grace of Allah, the Jama’at’s 
logical and practical arguments were so strong that the 
opponents of the Jama’at accepted defeat quite soon. They 
essentially admitted that they were no match for the Jama'at 
in the field of arguments and proofs. 


Soon, some other religious sects took over the 
opposition of the Jama'‘at, claiming that the Jama'at could not 
escape from their hands. This opposition was started by an 
organization called Majlis E Ahrar which was desirous of 
achieving their political ends in the guise of religion. But, 
within a few years, this organization met with a drastic and 
exemplary end. 


Hadhrat Mirza Bashiruddin Mahmud Ahmad™ very 
beautifully put it in the following couplet: 


Those who set forth to destroy the peace of the helpless, 
Saw their own pleasures of life ruined.? 


Instead of learning a lesson, the opponents of the 
Jama’at continued to believe that something must be missing 
from their planning and efforts; otherwise, they believed they 
would have certainly succeeded in their evil mission. 


After the formation of Pakistan, opponents of the 
Jama’at thought that it would be easy for them to assert their 
supremacy and to eliminate the Jama'at. They decided that 


3 Hadhrat Mirza Bashir-uddin-Mahmood Ahmad, Kalam-e-Mahmood, Page 155, 
Edition: March 2002 (Printwell Press, Amritsar, India. 
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no single organization could achieve this task, and so they had 
to unite for this purpose. Eventually, all the sects of Sunnis 
and Shias decided to unite against the Jama'at. This united 
opposition assumed such momentum, that the Government 
of Punjab was far more enthusiastic in its opposition of the 
Jama'at than it was in providing security and protection to the 
Ahmadis. In short, the government wanted to grind its 
political axe under the pretext of opposing the Jama’at. 
March 6, 1953, was the fateful day when these groups had 
marked the houses of all the Ahmadis, and a list was created 
of all the Ahmadis to be killed. 


The stance taken by these 72 sects against Jama’at 
Ahmadiyya was in itself a sign of the truth of Anmadiyyat and 
a cause for many more noble souls to enter its fold. This is 
because the Holy Prophet” had prophesied that 73 sects of 
Islam would be divided like the sects of Israel, but as opposed 
to that there would only be one Naji Sect (The successful 
sect). In this way Jama’at Ahmadiyya stood out as distinct and 
pure vs. the other 72 sects. 


In 1953, the opponents of Ahmadiyyat launched a 
strong and united effort, fully supported by the State. 


Government of Punjab, such that it was assumed that 
the days of Jama'at Ahmadiyya were numbered. However, 
Allah, the Almighty, intervened and the vicious plan of the 
opponents of the Jama’at was ruined. As a result, the Jama'at 
became even stronger and more consolidated. 


Circumstances took a wrong turn in 1971 when 
Pakistan was split into Pakistan and Bangladesh, and Zulfiqar 
Ali Bhutto emerged as a leader in Pakistan. The Peoples Party 
of Bhutto was pitted against the opposing religious groups, 
and therefore, Ahmadis supported PPP. 
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Bhutto was well aware of this fact, but he and his 
colleagues thought that their future political success would 
be guaranteed if they launched an offensive against the 
Jama'‘at so that all of the other religious groups might be 
pleased. 


It should therefore be clear that the entire systematic 
persecution of Ahmadis - starting with the incident in Rabwah 
on May 29, 1974, where, Jama'at Ahmadiyya was declared 
non-Muslim in the National Assembly, was a part of that 
vicious plan. The painful ordeal and tribulations that the 
Jama'at had to undergo during that period were extremely 
heart-rending. A study of the tragedy of Topi, which this book 
details, will give readers a glimpse into the painful trials of the 
Jama’at. To be clear, while this book is about events in Topi, 
this tragic story was not confined to a single town or city but 
was spread across the entire country. 


During this period of opposition of Jama’at Ahmadiyya, 
not only did the state Government of Punjab support the 
enemies (as had happened during the agitation of 1953), but 
now the central government also joined in and added its 
support. By the grace of Allah, the Jama'at emerged victorious 
from the entire ordeal. On the contrary Zulfiqar Ali Bhutto, 
who was mainly responsible for these atrocities, met an 
ignominious end at the hands of his own appointed General 
(Zia ul Haq). This was in accordance with the verse of the Holy 
Quran: 


2 O- ZT 2 H 4 oe yO 4 Ie 
V8 (Hl ARI GILLS 
",,.and make you taste the violence of one another." 
(The Holy Qur’an, Al-An'am: verse 66) 
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Dr. Parvez Parvazi describes it in the following of his couplet: 


US chs Cp Al 28 US Ge mail og 
One was arrogant of his power and might, 
But he fell victim to his own soldier 


These events did not stop with the death of Bhutto. 
After Bhutto, General Zia-ul-Haq went a step further in 
opposing the Jama'at. In 1984, following the infamous 
Ordinance XX promulgated against the Jama'at Ahmadiyya, 
the Supreme Head of the Jama'at Hazrat Mirza Tahir Anmad, 
Khalifatul Masih IV*4 migrated to the UK. It is a whole other 
subject how following this migration, Allah rained His 
bounties on the Jama’at while Zia-ul-Haq faced an exemplary 
punishment. However, it is fact that before the final victory, 
all divine communities must undergo severe trials. 


In this book, we present some glimpses of the 
incidents that happened to members of the Jama'at and in 
particular, to Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan Sahib, former 
Officer Hifazat Rabwah and Darwaish Qadian and his family. 
After reading about these incidents, the readers will also 
better understand the perilous circumstances created in 
Pakistan to eliminate Ahmadis. 


Just four days before the attack on the Ahmadis of 
Topi, the house of Master Noor-ul-Haq, an Ahmadi from the 
town of Charsadda, was set on fire. As a result, he and his 
family had to take shelter in Peshawar. Almost every Ahmadi 
in this area had to face similar adversity, and this situation 
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was not confined to only the province of Khyber 
Pukhtunkhwa. At the instigation of the Central Government, 
an inescapable situation for Ahmadis was created all over 
Pakistan. For example, in Topi, the subject of this book, 
thousands of savage tribesmen were hired to eliminate a few 
Ahmadi families. But Allah, the Almighty, gave these families 
strength to face the situation courageously and to defend 
themselves in a way that caused the plans of the opponents 
to fail miserably. It is documented fact that the opponents of 
the Jama’at far outnumbered the Ahmadis. 


It is worth mentioning here that Subedar Abdul 
Ghafoor Khan Sahib belonged to a family of Topi which 
rendered meritorious services for Ahmadiyyat, and he 
worked for the progress of the Jama'‘at through his sweat and 
blood. His father, Subedar Khushal Khan Sahib, was martyred 
in 1942. His town, situated near Topi, is named Khushalabad 
in his honor. 


Topi is a town situated in the Swabi district of Khyber 
Pakhtunkhwa province. Jama'at Ahmadiyya was established 
here during the blessed period of the Hadhrat Khalifatul 
Masih | (ra). Syed Ameer, a holy saint, lived nearby Topi in an 
area called Kotha Sharif. Before his death, Syed Ameer gave 
glad tidings in manifest words of the advent of the Promised 
Messiah. Therefore, some of his disciples went to Qadian and 
narrated the prophecy of this holy saint, subsequently taking 
the Bai'at (covenant of faith) at the blessed hands of the 
Promised Messiah*>. 


Nawab Sir Sahibzada Abdul Qayoom Khan, a famous 
and prominent political figure of the province, Governor of 
Pukhtunkhwa, founder of Islamia College Peshawar also 
belonged to Topi. He had the honor of conveying the message 
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of Ahmadiyyat to Hazrat Sahibzada Abdul Latif Shaheed*4. 
Though Sir Sahibzada Abdul Qayoom Khan did not accept 
Ahmadiyyat, he was a great admirer of and testifier to the 
claim of the Promised Messiah*’. For this reason, many 
members of his family came into the fold of Ahmadiyyat. His 
family had great influence in Topi. 


There was a small but very active Jama'at in Topi. 
When riots against the Jama'at Ahmadiyya started in 1974, 
some mischievous elements instigated the illiterate people 
against the Ahmadis to kill them and loot their properties. 
Thousands of miscreants gathered to attack a small number 
of Ahmadis. In fact, these episodes bring back memories of 
the earlier period of Islam. 


As a result, Allah, the Almighty, blessed the Jama'at 
with martyrs and victors; how He helped the Jama'at at every 
step is very faith inspiring. 


Mohammad Ajmal Shahid 
Philadelphia - U.S.A 
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Chapter 1 - A Night of Fire and Faith 


In the depths of the night, danger lurked all around us 
as we stood guard at the front door of our besieged home. 
After holding off a horde of 25,000 rioters, an intruder 
breached our defenses, igniting an intense firefight. 


As we confronted this intruder, our ammunition 
dwindling and our resolve tested, tragedy struck with a 
devastating blow—Nazir Mohammad (my dear cousin) fell 
victim to a fatal gunshot, his life extinguished in the blink of 
an eye. The assailant's intrusion left us reeling, but there was 
no time for grief as the situation grew increasingly dire. My 
father, alerted by the gunfire from within our sanctuary, 
understood the gravity of the threat and swiftly took action 
to protect our fortress. 


In the midst of this chaotic and perilous night, my 
father's heartfelt prayers reverberated with an urgent plea, 
beseeching divine intervention in our darkest hour. 
Exhausted and outnumbered, we stood vulnerable against 
the relentless onslaught of the 25000 rioters (recorded 
officially by the Police) who surrounded our sanctuary. 
Ammunition was scarce, and the looming threat of defeat 
hung heavily in the air. With his voice filled with desperation, 
my father implored the heavens, "O Lord, if You do not aid us 
now, when will You?" 


My father's words carried the weight of our dire 
circumstances, for we were encircled on all sides. The 
prospect of a final, desperate battle within the confines of our 
home seemed increasingly unwise. The cover of darkness 
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concealed us, and with Allah's help, we knew we had to 
summon the courage to escape this treacherous 
predicament. 


| was taken aback by this plan. It felt like a daring 
gamble with our lives. In my uncertainty, | questioned my 
father's decision, seeking reassurance in the face of 
impending danger. Yet, his determination remained resolute, 
unwavering in the face of adversity. 


Amid these fraught deliberations, my concern for Faiz 
Mohammad (my cousin and brother-in-law) weighed heavily 
on my mind. He lay unconscious, an integral part of our 
family, having been raised alongside us since the early passing 
of his mother. The thought of leaving him behind gnawed at 
my conscience. My father, understanding the gravity of our 
predicament, offered words of reassurance: 

"Ajaz, Faiz Mohammad is unconscious and unaware. If 
we delay, we may never escape this peril alive, and the specter 
of unimaginable torture may befall us.” 


With this acknowledgment of the grim reality that 
death loomed large, | sought clarity from my father, "So, what 
is the plan?" His instructions were unequivocal: we must 
break through the encircling mob, diverting their attention 
and allowing those who survived to seek safety and rescue 
our family members. 


With heavy hearts and the weight of impending peril 
upon us, we joined together in solemn prayer, silently 
preparing ourselves for the perilous journey that lay ahead, 
as we prepared to venture into the mob. 
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This is the story of June 9th, 1974. A day of fire and 
blood. A day that changed my family’s life. A year where an 
entire sect of Muslims was legally declared non-Muslims. A 
year when Pakistani politician Prime Minister Zulfiqar Ali 
Bhutoo succumbed to the demands of religious fanatics. 


But what precipitated this perilous scenario? 
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Chapter 2 - Before the Storm - Rabwah, 29th May 1974 


On the 29th of May 1974, under the serene skies of 
Rabwah, a small town in Pakistan, a subtle undercurrent of 
change was brewing, one that would soon ripple through the 
Ahmadiyya Community and reshape the socio-religious 
landscape of Pakistan. This day marked the onset of an era of 
religious fervor and intolerance, a path that the Pakistani 
nation has navigated unsuccessfully for nearly five decades. 


While my family resided in the tranquility of Topi, my 
own life was anchored in Rabwah, a town symbolic of peace 
and spiritual solace, where | attended TI College. In Rabwah, 
we lived in regardless of our religious affiliation in harmony 
and brotherhood, but this peaceful existence was about to 
change. 

In these times, a verse from the Holy Quran resonated 
with our experience: 


ee oe 9. KH 9 ofc Os ee oes 
Cu) las O29! als 9S 
“until the earth became the strait for them with all its vastness” 


(The Holy Qur'an At-Taubah, verse:118) 


It mirrored the constricting reality we faced, where the 
expansive world seemed to close in on us, leaving us gasping 
for the freedom and peace we once knew. 


This journey began unassumingly at the Rabwah 
Railway Station. Rabwah, known for its tranquility, stood as 


the spiritual heart of the Ahmadiyya Muslim Community since 


16 


Flames of Faith: Surviving the 1974 Ahmadi Persecution 


1948. It was our ‘elevated place’, a sanctuary about to be 
tested. 


The incident that sparked the ensuing chaos involved 
a group of students from Nishtar Medical College, Multan. 
Traveling on the Chenab Express to Rawalpindi, they halted 
at Rabwah. There, they hurled abuses at Ahmadi women, 
branding them with derogatory terms and acting with 
obscene disrespect. The Ahmadis present, including sadly 
some of my fellow students, were forced into a confrontation, 
as a defense against this unprovoked assault. 


This initial encounter, marked by the train's departure 
and the lingering threats of the students, was a harbinger of 
the crisis that was to engulf Rabwah and reverberate all 
across Pakistan. 


A week later, as the same group of students returned, 
the atmosphere at the station was charged with palpable 
tension. Anticipating trouble, the Ahmadis, braced for what 
was to come. What ensued was not just a_ physical 
confrontation but a clash of values and dignity. The elders 
urged calm, but the line between restraint and self-defense 
blurred as the situation escalated. 


As the train finally left the station, it took with it the 
illusion of peace we once held. The silence that followed was 
deafening, a quiet before the storm that was to come. The 
events that unfolded next were beyond anyone's wildest 
imaginations. 
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Chapter 3 - Fake News 


| heard that as the train pulled into Chiniot, a mere 
half-hour journey from Rabwah, that a disturbing scene 
unfolded. The students who had incited the scuffle were 
hailed as heroes, garlanded, and celebrated for confronting 
the so-called Ahmadi menace. Provocative speeches echoed 
through each station, further inflaming the public against the 
Jama'at. 


In today's era of WhatsApp, Twitter, and 24-hour 
news, such rapid spread of news might seem ordinary. But in 
1974 Pakistan, it was extraordinary. Telecommunication was 
practically non-existent; Rabwah didn’t even have telephone 
booths, let alone phones on trains. So, the swift spread of the 
"Rabwah train station attack" news was not just unusual—it 
was suspicious. Within hours, a mob in Chiniot began burning 
and looting Ahmadi properties. The premeditated nature of 
this violence was clear to me; these students were likely 
pawns of some extremist religious organization. 


| further heard that the agitation against Ahmadis 
wasn't spontaneous. In Faisalabad and Multan, the students 
received a hero's welcome, with businesses closing and large 
crowds gathering to celebrate their deed. Of course, the 
media's portrayal of these events was grossly exaggerated, 
painting a picture far from reality. 


Back at T.I. College, less than a mile from the Rabwah 
station, we were oblivious to the unfolding drama. That 
afternoon in my hostel, a visit to the Goal Bazar brought the 
news to my ears. The ripple effects were immediate: Ahmadis 
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from Chiniot, Faisalabad, and nearby towns were fleeing to 
Rabwah, their properties left to the mercy of the mob. 


| remember with disbelief and shock as the Pakistani 
media began broadcasting one-sided stories, spreading lies 
on State TV and radio. They claimed that students were 
grievously injured, even showing animal tongues, alleging 
they were from the students. Yet, not a single injured student 
was ever presented in the media. The lies soun by the media 
and mullahs were fueling a dangerous fire against the 
Ahmadis. 


That evening in the hostel courtyard, a mix of Ahmadi 
and Non-Ahmadi students gathered, discussing the day's 
events. Emotions were running high; | recall voicing my 
frustration, saying | would've stood up to those students at 
the station. Surprisingly, even the Non-Ahmadi students 
shared our dismay, recognizing the exaggerated nature of the 
situation. 


Little did we know, as we sat under the starlit sky, the 
magnitude of the consequences that would follow. That 
night, amidst friends, | was unaware of how drastically my life, 
and the lives of many others, was about to change. 


19 


Flames of Faith: Surviving the 1974 Ahmadi Persecution 


Chapter 4 - Arrest warrant 


The evening at the hostel our world was disrupted by 
startling news: the police had surrounded our residence. | felt 
a surge of adrenaline as | rushed to the gate, only to be 
stopped by a stern-faced officer. His questions about the 
hostel superintendent and his whereabouts were met with 
my nervous responses. Sensing his dissatisfaction, | hastily 
suggested he speak with Principal Chaudhry Mohammad Ali. 


| hurried to the principal's residence, my mind racing 
with possibilities. What did the police want from us? The 
principal, equally perplexed, accompanied me back to the 
superintendent's office to meet the officer. | waited outside 
of his office! 


After a tense meeting, the principal emerged with a 
grave look. He pulled me aside, his voice low and urgent, 
"Hide yourself immediately. There’s an arrest warrant in your 
name." My heart sank. Why me? | later learned that only two 
warrants were issued: one for Laeeq Ahmed Abid, the 
Student Union President, and the other for me, the General 
Secretary. Our roles had made us known to the authorities. 


The officer's demand was outrageous: 250 students 
for the alleged attack on the Medical College students. The 
principal, with commendable defiance, refused, asserting the 
legality of such an action and the presence of many non- 
Ahmadi students. 


After a night of restless anticipation, | woke up for Fajr 
prayers with a heavy heart. | knew we urgently needed to 
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inform HKM III, the Khalifa, about the previous night's events. 
| finished reciting my Fajr prayers, grabbed my bike and set 
off towards Qasr E Khilafat, the residence of the Khalifa in 
Rabwah. As | biked towards Qasr E Khilafat, the streets of 
Rabwah felt eerily quiet and there was not a person in sight. 
Upon arrival, | was astounded to find it filled with young 
Khuddam, all worried, confused and seeking refuge. 


The advice was clear and firm: "Go back to the hostel. 
The streets are not safe." The police were arresting anyone in 
sight. As | relayed this to my hostel mates, a sense of disbelief 
and fear permeated the air. 


Later, we learned that over 90 young Ahmadi men had 
been arrested. The irony was palpable, even among the Non- 
Ahmadi students, shocked at the excessive police response. 
We were confined to the hostel again, prisoners in our own 
sanctuary. 


However, amidst this chaos, a strange twist of fate 
occurred. Neither Laeeq nor | were arrested. In any normal 
circumstance, | would have introduced myself to the officer, 
but the urgency of the moment spared me. It felt like divine 
intervention, a protective hand guiding me away from harm. 


Those days were a testament to my faith. The trials we 
faced only solidified my belief in Anmadiyyat and God. Each 
challenge, each narrow escape, was a blessing, a reminder of 
a higher purpose and a stronger faith. 
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Chapter 5 - Guidance from Huzur 


The next day (May 30th, 1974), | made my way to Qasr 
E Khilafat with a sense of purpose, determined to update 
Huzur on the events that had unfolded the night before. 


As | entered the office of Huzur's private secretary, 
Mahboob Alam Khalid Sahib, | respectfully inquired if it would 
be possible to meet with Huzur to share the details. Mahboob 
Alam Khalid Sahib kindly informed me that Huzur was in his 
office and advised me to knock at the door. If Huzur granted 
permission, | would have the opportunity to meet with him. 


With a mixture of anticipation and reverence, | 

approached the door to Huzur's office and gently knocked. 
From within, | heard Huzur's welcoming voice, inviting me to 
come in. As | entered, Huzur's warm gaze met mine, and he 
graciously granted me permission to enter his office. 
In that sacred space, | began to brief Huzur about the police 
raid on the hostel, providing him with a detailed account of 
the events. Huzur’s countenance reflected deep concern not 
only for the situation of Anmadis across Pakistan but also for 
the safety and well-being of Rabwah. After listening 
attentively to my account, Huzur instructed me to meet with 
him again in a few days. | left his presence with a sense of 
duty and a commitment to return to him with further 
updates. 


For those unfamiliar with Huzur's identity and the 


significance of Khilafat in the Ahmadiyya Muslim Community, 
let me provide a brief explanation. 
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Khilafat in the Ahmadiyya Muslim Community is a 
divine institution representing the second manifestation. It is 
believed by Ahmadi Muslims that Allah has decreed its 
continuation until the end of time. Khilafat serves as a 
unifying force, providing unity, security, and progress 
unmatched by any other sect in Islam. 


The election of Khalifatul Masih, the successor to the 
Promised Messiah and Mahdi, is a vital process. Khilafat 
cannot be inherited; instead, it is a sacred trust entrusted to 
a pious member of the Jama’at through an election process. 
Islamic teachings emphasize that while a Caliph is chosen 
through elections, it is Allah who ultimately guides the 
community towards selecting a righteous and capable leader. 
This election process is deeply spiritual and may be 
challenging for those with worldly perspectives to fully 
comprehend. 


Once a person is elected as Caliph, Islamic teachings 
require all members of the community to fully obey him. 
Simultaneously, the Caliph is expected to fulfill his duties 
through consultation and by considering the views of the 
members, although he is not obligated to always accept their 
recommendations. 


The Khalifatul Masih is elected to office by a vote 
conducted by the members of the Electoral College, which 
was established for this purpose by Hadrat Musleh Maud 
Khalifatul Masih Il. During a Caliph's lifetime, the Electoral 
College operates under the Caliph's supervision. However, 
following a Caliph's demise, the Electoral College becomes 
fully independent and proceeds to elect the next Caliph. 
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During the election, names are proposed and seconded by 
members of the Electoral College, and then the proposed 
names are voted upon by raising hands. It is firmly believed 
that Allah selects the Khalifa, enhancing unity and devotion in 
the Jama’at. 


The Khalifatul Masih is the worldwide Head of the 
Ahmadiyya Muslim Community, serving as the spiritual leader 
and source of guidance. Ahmadis turn to him in times of need, 
believing that their burdens become lighter through his 
supplications and support. 


The Ahmadi Muslim community was in a state of eager 
anticipation, eagerly awaiting his invaluable guidance. As 
Friday dawned upon us, we prayed, for the wisdom and 
direction we so desperately sought 
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Chapter 6 - A Message of Peace from the Khalifa 


As Pakistan witnessed a surge in anti-Ahmadiyya 
sentiment, escalating into widespread violence, Hadhrat 
Khalifatul Masih Ill addressed the community in his Friday 
Sermon on May 31st. He spoke with a tone of deep concern 
and disapproval about the Ahmadi youths who had retaliated 
during the incident of May 29th at Rabwah railway station, 
highlighting that their actions were against his guidance and 
the teachings of Islam. Huzur emphasized the need for 
repentance and seeking forgiveness from God for their 
involvement in this violence. 


"In these challenging times," he said, "our duty as 
obedient followers of Allah and His Prophet is to respond to 
aggression with prayers, to hatred with compassion. This is 
the path we are commanded to follow." 


Huzur lamented the two contrasting narratives of the 
Rabwah incident. One falsely accused thousands of Ahmadi 
students of orchestrating a violent attack, a claim he 
categorically denied. The other, more painful truth, was that 
a few Ahmadi men had, indeed, engaged in the fight, 
succumbing to provocation and straying from the teachings 
of Islam. 


"This lapse in judgment, regardless of its scale, is 
regrettable and goes against our values," he continued. "The 
act of even a handful cannot be justified and must be 
condemned." He stressed the importance of self-restraint, 
noting that the youths’ reactions had unintentionally played 
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into a larger, more sinister plot, causing distress within the 
community and weakening the nation's image. 


As a guide and leader, Huzur’s message was clear: "The 
path to redemption lies in sincere repentance. | urge those 
involved to offer at least 10,000 prayers of repentance, 
seeking Allah's forgiveness with humility and earnestness.” 

That night, as | reflected on Huzur’s sermon, | felt a 
sense of relief for not being part of the violence at the station. 
His words resonated with me, and_l resolved to meet with 
beloved Huzur again in a few days as he instructed me to do 
so in our previous meeting. 
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Chapter 7 - Second meeting with Huzur 


On June 4th, | had the privilege of meeting Huzur once 
more. This time, his instructions carried a vital mission. Huzur 
entrusted me with the responsibility of traveling to Topi and 
conveying the precarious situation in Rabwah to my father. 
He asked me to tell my father that his assistance in the 
security in Rabwah is needed and that my father will 
understand the dire situation in Rabwah. 


Furthermore, Huzur emphasized the need to bring 
additional manpower for security duty, specifically from the 
Topi Jama'at. The rationale behind this request was my 
father's invaluable experience in serving as a security officer 
for Hadhrat Khalifatul Masih I] and Hadhrat Khalifatul Masih 
Ill during different periods from 1947 to 1958. My father had 
been entrusted with overseeing security during the Jalsa 
Salana's (Annual Conventions) held in Rabwah, a 
responsibility that bore testament to his dedication and 
competence. 


With Huzur's directives in mind, | embarked on my 
journey the following day, heading towards Topi to seek my 
father's assistance and gather the much-needed support for 
Rabwah's security efforts. 
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Chapter 8 - Hazrat Hafiz Mirza Nasir Ahmad, Khalifat al- 
Masih 


Born on November 16th, 1909, Hazrat Hafiz Mirza 
Nasir Ahmad, the Third Caliph, was nurtured under the loving 
care of Hazrat Amma Jan, the esteemed wife of the Promised 
Messiah. At just thirteen years old, he displayed remarkable 
dedication by committing the entire Holy Quran to memory. 


His quest for knowledge led him to study Arabic and 
Urdu under Hazrat Maulvi Sarwar Shah(ra). He continued his 
education at Madrassa Ahmadiyya, specializing in theological 
and oriental studies, earning the title of Maulvi Fazil. In 1934, 
he graduated from Government College, Lahore, and 
simultaneously obtained a Bachelor of Arts degree from the 
University of Punjab. 


In August 1934, he married Hazrat Sayyeda Mansoora 
Begum, and guided by Hazrat Khalifat al-Masih Il, embarked 
ona mission to understand Western perspectives. His time at 
Oxford University resulted in a Master of Arts degree, and he 
dedicated his free time to promoting Islamic teachings, even 
launching the magazine ‘al-Islam.' After completing his 
education in November 1938, he returned to India. 


Hazrat Nasir Anmad embarked on an academic career, 
initially as a lecturer at Jamia Ahmadiyya and later becoming 
the principal in 1939. His leadership extended to Majlis 
Khuddam al-Ahmadiyya, where he served as president from 
February 1939 to October 1949, continuing as vice-president 
until 1954. His tenure saw significant progress for Majlis 
Khuddam al-Ahmadiyya. From May 1944 to November 1965, 
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he held the position of principal at Taleem al-Islam College 
until his election as the Third Caliph. During the partition, he 
remained in Qadian but migrated to Pakistan on November 
16th, 1947. 


In 1953, challenging times arose for Ahmadiyya 
Muslims in Pakistan. He faced detention under Martial Law 
but persevered. His release on May 28th, 1953, marked a 
turning point. In 1954, he revitalized Ansarullah, serving as its 
President. In May 1955, he became the Executive Director of 
Sadr Anjuman Ahmadiyya, holding this role until his election 
as Caliph in 1965. 


On November 8th, 1965, he assumed the esteemed 
office of the Third Caliph, a fulfillment of the glad tidings 
received by Hazrat Musleh Mauood(ra) from God Almighty. It 
was foretold in 1909 that he would be a 'Nasir-e-Deen,' 
deeply committed to serving Islam. The Third Caliphate 
brought unparalleled success to the Ahmadiyya Movement, a 
blessing from God Almighty. His reign also fulfilled a prophecy 
from the Talmud, stating that the Messiah's kingdom would 
descend to his son and grandson. 


With unwavering trust in my abilities, Huzur entrusted 
me with a vital mission. He instructed me to make my way to 
Topi, where my father resided, and apprised him of the 
perilous situation unfolding in Rabwah. Huzur emphasized 
the urgency of the matter, recognizing that my father's 
experience and dedication were invaluable in this critical 
time. 
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Chapter 9 - My Father 


My father, a devoted servant of the community, had 
previously served as the chief security officer to both HKM II 
during different periods from 1947 to 1958 and later with 
HKM Ill. His expertise in security matters was well-regarded, 
and Huzur often relied on him to oversee security during the 
annual Jalsa Salanas (Annual Conventions) held in Rabwah. 


My father, Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan, was a 
remarkable man whose life story is worth sharing. He was 
born on November 25th, 1922, in Maini, Swabi, a place that 
held deep significance in his heart. It was at very young age 
that his mother died and later he suffered the loss of his 
father at the age of 20 years old, who was martyred. Often, | 
remember tears in his eyes, when he remembered them. He 
also was very proud of his younger brother Col Anmad Khan 
who he helped put through the army. 


Thus, for him the importance of education was a 
priority, and he started his early schooling in our village. 
However, his journey took a significant turn when he was 
admitted to Taleem-ul-Islam High School in Qadian in 1935. It 
was not easy for him but years in Qadian not only provided 
him with academic knowledge but also shaped his character 
and spirituality. | can't help but smile when | recall my father 
fondly telling us stories about how Hazrat Musleh Mau’ud RA 
occasionally visited the students, discussing their progress 
and even joining them in sports and swimming contests. 


With the outbreak of World War II in 1940, he joined 
the British army and quickly climbed the ranks to become a 
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Subedar. His sporting talents were also recognized when he 
became part of the Indian Army Hockey Team, which went on 
to win the finals. 


After the war ended in 1945, he returned home and 
started a business in Topi, where he continued to excel. 


One of the most defining chapters of his life came after 
the partition of India and Pakistan in 1947. Qadian, the heart 
of Ahmadiyyat, faced immense danger, and Hazrat Musleh 
Mau’ud RA called upon Ahmadiyya youth to protect it. My 
father, ever dedicated, left his business to volunteer as a 
Security Officer in Qadian, becoming one of the privileged 313 
Darwesh of Qadian. His Darwesh number was 175 and is 
recorded in the Jammat Archives. The word darwesh in the 
Arabic language translates to someone who takes a vow of 
austerity and turns away from worldly pursuits devoting his 
life for the sake of Islam. 


In 1948, following the instructions of Hazrat Musleh 
Mau’ud RA, he returned to Pakistan with the last convoy from 
Qadian. 


In 1954, an distressing incident occurred when Hazrat 
Musleh Mau’ud RA was stabbed by an opponent in Mubarak 
Mosque,Rabwah. As a result, enhanced security measures 
were essential, and my father was appointed as the Security 
Officer. He carried out his responsibilities with utmost 
dedication, ensuring the safety of Hazrat Musleh Mau’ud RA 
and later, Hazrat Khalifatul Masih III RH. 
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My father's personal life was also rich with love and 
family. He married the daughter of Sahibzada Abdul Latif, a 
respected figure in Topi. Together, they had six children - 
three sons and three daughters. Some of us, including myself, 
are now settled in the United States and Germany, actively 
serving the Jama'at. 


My father's journey was a testament to his unwavering 
dedication and love for his faith and family. His legacy 
continues to inspire us all. 


On the demise of my father, my father in law, Imam 
Bashir Anmed Rafiq sahib wrote an email to my wife Amatul 
Jamil Khan, which so beautifully sums up my father’s 
character. Here is the text of the email: 


“We are all very sad and depressed at the loss of our 
beloved mentor, brother and elder. He was a Lion of Allah who 
stood as a firm rock against the enemies of Ahmadiyyat and 
the Khilafat. | have not seen or met such a brave, fearless and 
faithful servant of Ahmadiyyat. His knowledge of Islam and 
Ahmadiyyat was vast. He was a Sufi in his last days on earth. 
| had always noticed his lips sending Durood o Salam on the 
Holy Prophet of Islam, May peace and blessings of Allah be on 
him. Hazrat Subedar Sahib was a great lover of the Holy 
Prophet, peace be on him. 


Although he was a naked sword against the hypocrites 
in the Jamaat he was also kindhearted and generous to his 
fellow juniors. He protected his subordinates with courage 
and sometime at the risk of losing his job. He was soft spoken 
truthful and a true Muttadi. 
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! will miss him badly. The vacuum created by his demise 
would never be filled especially as far as |am concerned. May 
Allah grant him a lofty position in Jannate Firdous. Wasalam, 
Daddy.” 


With Huzur's instructions echoing in my mind, | set out 
the next day on a journey to seek my father's assistance. The 
mission carried not only the weight of responsibility but also 
the blessings and trust of our spiritual leader, making it a 
sacred duty in the service of our faith and community. 
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Chapter 10 - Journey from Rabwah to Topi 


The following day, | embarked on my journey to Topi. 
Upon reaching Rabwah station to catch the Rail Car to 
Rawalpindi, | noticed another Ahmadi waiting for the same 
train. He was a blind Hafiz-e-Quran, and we were familiar with 
each other. | couldn't help but inquire why he was traveling 
during such challenging times. It had become all too common 
for thugs to target individuals boarding buses or trains in 
Rabwah since the incident of Rabwah. In fact, many times, 
buses would intentionally bypass Rabwah due to boycotts. 


In a lighthearted manner, Hafiz Sahib responded that 
now it wasn't just him; it was both of us who might face 
trouble. But then, on a more serious note, he said, "Let us 
pray that Allah protects us." / can attest that we both boarded 
the train to Rawalpindi, and to my amazement, not a single 
soul bothered or insulted us in any way. Upon our arrival in 
Rawalpindi, | said to Hafiz Sahib,"| was spared from harm 
today because of your faith and prayers." He smiled, and after 
bidding farewell with a warm hug, we went our separate 
ways. 


In Rawalpindi, | visited the home of my dearest friend, 
who was a non-Ahmadi but as close to me as a brother. At 
that time, he was undergoing training at the Military 
Academy in Abbott Abad. His parents graciously welcomed 
me to stay with them for the night since it was too late to 
continue traveling. The following day, both of his parents 
expressed their concerns about my safety due to the 
unsettling news of nationwide disturbances. They urged me 
not to proceed to Topi. 
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However, | felt compelled to go on my mission. | didn't 
disclose to them that our Khalifa had instructed me to go to 
Topi urgently to ask my father to come to Rabwah. 
Throughout this period, hatred and animosity were spreading 
across the country. Vicious propaganda was_ being 
disseminated through radio, television, and the press, while 
hooligans were incited to participate in what was being called 
a "Jihad." 


The stage was set, and it was clear that the situation in 


the country was on the brink of ignition, like gasoline awaiting 
a match to be lit in the coming days. 
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Chapter 11 - Riots in the Province of Khyber 
Pakhtunkhwa 


A study of the atrocities and persecution borne by the 
Ahmadis, especially living in Topi and its vicinity in the 
province of Khyber Pakhtunkhwa, will give a clear picture of 
the horrible situation in Pakistan. No stone was left unturned 
to annihilate the Ahmadis living in this area. It was by the 
sheer grace of Allah that Ahmadis made a miraculous escape 
from this raging fire of riots. A revelation of the Promised 
Messiah’ was fulfilled once more: 


“Do not frighten us with fire, for fire is our slave; 
rather it is a slave of our slaves.”° 


The riots in Khyber Pakhtunkhwa began at the 
University of Peshawar, an institution meant for education 
but sadly turning into a hub for extremism. Many Ahmadi 
students and employees at the university had warned the 
Vice-Chancellor about the brewing trouble. He had assured 
them that he wouldn't let things spiral out of control, even 
proclaiming that the mob would harm Ahmadis only over his 
lifeless body. However, these assurances proved shallow and 
untrue. 


On June 2nd, a mob set fire to the belongings of all the 
Ahmadis residing on the university campus. Shockingly, the 
police stood by and watched, offering no protection. They 


> Hazrat Mirza Ghulam Ahmad’s, Tadhkirah, Page 324, Edition 2004, Zia-ul-Islam 
Press, Rabwah, Pakistan 
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only cautioned the mob against damaging government 
property, showing no regard for the lives and property of 
Ahmadi residents. 


My uncle, Sahibzada Saifur Rehman of Topi, worked at 
the University Pharmacy. His belongings were tossed out and 
set ablaze. Fortunately, a sympathetic friend had warned him 
in advance, allowing him and his family to seek refuge with 
friends. They had to abandon everything in their house. 
Before leaving Peshawar, my aunt confronted the Vice- 
Chancellor, reminding him of his promise, that the mob would 
have to cross his dead body to harm Ahmadis. 

She asked, "What kind of Pathan are you?" Pathans are 
known for keeping their word. The Vice-Chancellor, hanging 
his head in shame, had no answer. 


The riots against Ahmadis in the province escalated 
daily. Initially, it was unclear whether the rioters were 
students or hooligans hired by political parties. What puzzled 
everyone was that these acts of violence occurred in the 
presence of the police. It was incomprehensible why the 
government hesitated to protect Ahmadis, who had been 
staunch supporters of the ruling party in the previous general 
election. Ahmadis were law-abiding, peace-loving, and loyal 
citizens of the country. 


We thought the situation was very bad in the moment, 
but it was only going to get worse. 
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Chapter 12 - Plan to Attack Topi 


Topi, a significant town in Swabi, was home to a small 
yet active Ahmadiyya Community. Notably, Nawab Sir 
Sahibzada Abdul Qayoom Khan Sahib, a prominent figure in 
the province, hailed from Topi. 


Despite the generally friendly relations between local 
Ahmadis and Sunni Muslims, Ahmadis received information 
that rioters were planning to attack them. Both Ahmadis and 
Sunnis prayed in the same mosque behind their respective 
Imams. 


On the 3rd of June in Topi, a local Mullah delivered an 
inflammatory speech and issued a proclamation inciting 
violence against Ahmadis. However, the local Sunnis refused 
to obey his orders. Subsequent anti-Ahmadi meetings were 
held in a nearby town, Swabi. 


Ahmadis learned of the impending attack on Topi, with 
different dates circulating for the execution of this sinister 
plan. Eventually, they heard that the attack was scheduled for 
the 6th of June. A police officer shared this information with 
Sahibzada Abdul Hamid Sahib, my mother's eldest brother. 
The officer had also mentioned that Khushalabad, formerly 
known as Shukrey, would be targeted on the same day. 
Khushalabad had been named after my grandfather, Subedar 
Khushahal Khan Sahib, who had been martyred there solely 
because he was an Ahmadi, on Friday, 29th May 1942. 


Sahibzada Abdul Hamid informed the Deputy 
Commissioner and Governor Hayat Sherpao in Peshawar 
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about the situation, and they assured him that necessary 
measures would be taken to safeguard them. 


On the 6th of June, twelve police personnel and some 
constables from the Border Police were dispatched to protect 
Sahibzada Abdul Hamid's property in Topi. They were housed 
in my father’s house in Topi. However, it is ironic that when 
Topi was eventually attacked, the mob first vandalized and 
looted that very house in the presence of the police. 


The planned attack on the 6th of June did not 
materialize, as the meeting in Swabi failed to garner enough 
support. This enraged the Mullahs, who _ incited local 
residents by branding them as cowards and threatening to 
bring outsiders if the locals didn't comply. Consequently, the 
Mullahs brought in hooligans and mercenaries from distant 
places to carry out their ruthless plans, especially when they 
had the backing of the authorities. 


The atmosphere was incredibly tense. Unfortunately, 
the situation only got worse. 
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Chapter 13 - Ajaz arrives in Topi 


On the 6th of June, | arrived in Topi with a mission to 
deliver Huzur's message to my father and my uncle, 
Sahibzada Abdul Hamid. To my surprise, upon my arrival, | 
found his house filled with armed family members, non- 
Ahmadi friends, and police officers stationed in the courtyard. 
My uncle, upon seeing me, expressed his distress, 
questioning why | had not informed him of my arrival earlier. 
It was an unusual statement, as | had never informed him 
before of my travels. 


He went on to explain the gravity of the situation in 
Topi, where tensions against Ahmadis were running 
dangerously high. He expressed concern for my safety, 
considering the volatile circumstances. | promptly shared the 
update on the situation in Rabwah and conveyed Huzur's 
message to him. In response, my uncle instructed me to head 
to my parents' house in Khushaal Abad immediately, assuring 
me that we would make plans to travel to Rabwah in the 
coming days. He provided me with two armed escorts who 
accompanied me to my parents' residence. 


Upon my arrival at my parents' house, | was taken 
aback by the sight of armed individuals present in our 
courtyard. Among them were some non-Ahmadi cousins and 
police officers. My unexpected arrival surprised everyone, 
but they were relieved to see that | was safe. | proceeded to 
update my father about the precarious situation in Rabwah 
and delivered Huzur's message urging him to come to 
Rabwah to assist in its security. Given my father's prior roles 
as a security officer for Hazrat Khalifatul Masih Il and Hazrat 
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Khalifatul Masih III, he was deeply troubled by the troubling 
state of affairs in Rabwah. He conveyed his determination to 
attend to the situation. 


On the 8th of June, Sahibzada Abdul Hamid sent a 
message to my father, informing him of a planned meeting of 
our opponents scheduled for the 9th of June in Topi. He 
strongly advised us not to leave the house due to the 
dangerous circumstances. Despite having informed the 
Governor, Deputy Commissioner, and the police authorities 
about the situation, he urged us to exercise caution. 


That day, we briefly traveled to Maini to attend a 
cousin's wedding and returned home after dinner. 
Construction work was in progress at our house, and while 
rumors abounded, we _ believed in the democratic 
government's responsibility to protect the lives and property 
of its peaceful citizens. Thus, we continued with our planned 
construction efforts, unaware that within less than 24 hours, 
our construction would be completely devastated. 
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Chapter 14 - The Attack Begins 


On the morning of June 9th, around 11 am, a party of 
border police arrived from Topi. They delivered a message 
that shocked us all. We were informed that a significant 
contingent of police and senior officers had descended upon 
Topi. They assured us that a public gathering was planned, 
and attendees would be disarmed outside the venue, allowed 
only to participate in the meeting before departing. It was a 
seemingly strong guarantee, and in our trust for the 
authorities, we continued with the construction work at 
home without safeguarding our valuables. It was 
inconceivable to us that we could be treated as adversaries in 
our own homeland, a place where many Ahmadis had spilled 
their blood in its defense. 


Furthermore, everyone knew that we had no part in 
the conflict that had erupted in Rabwah. So, why would 
anyone come to harm us for an issue unrelated to us? 


But then, the tranquility was shattered. A thunderous 
explosion echoed from the direction of Topi, followed by a 
relentless barrage of rapid gunfire that filled the sky with 
ominous black smoke. Panic and confusion gripped us as we 
struggled to comprehend what was unfolding before our 
eyes. The construction workers, gripped by fear, fled the 
scene. 


We ascended to the rooftop of our house, which 
belonged to my uncle, Col. Ahmed Khan, equipped with all 
modern amenities. My father had been constructing his own 
house adjacent to it on our family farm. We couldn't fathom 
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how this horrifying spectacle was occurring in the presence of 
the police. We anxiously awaited an explanation for this 
madness. 


Then, a figure came rushing towards us. At first, we 
couldn't discern his identity, prompting my father to urge us 
to retreat inside the house. He and | remained in the 
courtyard, and as the man drew closer, we recognized him as 
our family friend, Abdul Hakeem. He was in a state of sheer 
panic, barely able to articulate the events that had transpired 
in Topi. 


Finally, he managed to convey the grim reality: After 
the meeting concluded in Topi, the mob decided to 
commence a procession. A student from Islamia College, Col. 
Naushad's son from Kotha, provoked the crowd with a sinister 
agenda to eliminate the Qadianis (Ahmadis). He inflamed 
their passions, accusing them of cowardice if they failed to 
act. With these incendiary words, the mob rallied, heading 
towards the residence of Sahibzada Abdul Hamid, and the 
police force marched alongside them. 


When they reached Sahibzada Abdul Hamid's market, 
they unleashed chaos, vandalizing and looting shops, 
including my brother-in-law Faiz Mohammad Khan's shop and 
others belonging to non-Ahmadis. A few shopkeepers 
managed to protect their goods, but most suffered losses. 
Finally, they set ablaze the shops owned by Sahibzada Abdul 
Hamid Sahib. 


In other nearby markets, two shops belonged to 
Ahmadi's. One was owned by Abdul Jabbar Khan, the 
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President of the Jama'at Ahmadiyya Topi. The second 
belonged to two Ahmadi brothers, Subedar Gul Mohammad 
Khan and Ameer Mohammad Khan. These shops were looted 
as well. Even a small restaurant owned by an Ahmadi named 
Ali Bahaader fell victim to the marauders. 


The ominous cloud of violence had descended upon 


Topi, and its repercussions would be felt deeply by our 
community. 
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Chapter 15 - The Torching of a Mosque 


After the rampage of plundering and looting shops, the 
mob advanced towards the Ahmadiyya Mosque. This 
mosque, a grand and spacious structure, had been built by 
Nawab Sir Sahibzada Abdul Qayoom Khan, who was a cousin 
of my maternal grandfather, Sahibzada Abdul Lateef. My 
grandfather, the founder of Jama'at Ahmadiyya Topi, had 
inherited this mosque since Sir Sahibzada Abdul Qayoom 
Khan had no children. An extraordinary aspect of this mosque 
was that my grandfather allowed non-Ahmadis to pray there 
as well. Specific areas were designated for their prayers, while 
Ahmadis had their own allocated spaces. This unique mosque 
in Pakistan was a place where Ahmadis and Sunnis shared the 
same place of worship, and | have vivid memories of us, 
Ahmadis and Sunnis, mingling harmoniously after prayers, 
devoid of any animosity. 


However, this unruly mob made no _ distinctions 
between the righteous and the wrongdoers. Some among 
them, including children and young men, entered the 
mosque, callously folded the prayer mats, and set them 
ablaze near the mosque doors. Shockingly, all of this unfolded 
in the presence of the police, who stood by as mute 
spectators, making no effort to control the mob. Later, we 
discovered that the son of Col. Naushad had even burned a 
copy of the Holy Qur’an. 


Sahibzada Abdul Hamid received instructions from the 
police to remain indoors, with the assurance that these 
individuals would disperse after causing turmoil. However, as 
events would later reveal, the reality was far from this 
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assurance. It was reported that during these riots, only one 
pistol shot had been fired by a police officer, which struck the 
leg of Col. Naushad's son. Strangely, he was paraded on a cot 
to incite people to join the mob, and false rumors began to 
circulate that the Qadianis (Ahmadis) had martyred 
numerous individuals, painting a gruesome picture of roads 
filled with dead bodies and injured people. These falsehoods 
fueled the people's incitement to violent Jihad. 


Following the desecration of the mosque, the rioters 
laid siege to the homes of Sahibzada Abdul Hamid. After 
receiving an account from Hakeem, the Police Officer (SHO) 
and Head Constable decided to depart for Topi to assess the 
situation and determine the future course of action. Food was 
prepared for them, so they could set out immediately. After 
their departure, we assumed positions on the roof of our 
house, a common feature in Pakistani homes, characterized 
by flat and accessible roofs enclosed by 6-foot-tall boundary 
walls. 


Upon their return from Topi, the SHO delivered grim 
news. He reported that many Qadianis and Sunnis, as well as 
some police personnel, had been killed. To our horror, we 
were informed that the mob was heading in our direction. It 
was nearly inconceivable, and we pondered how the mob 
could persist in looting and committing violence in the 
presence of the police. We naturally began to suspect a 
hidden conspiracy behind these events. Trapped in a state of 
panic, we felt helpless to protect our valuables. 
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Chapter 16 — Attack on our house 


Around 12:30 pm, we noticed movement on the hills in 
the distance. Initially, we couldn't discern what was 
occurring, but we soon realized that a sizable crowd of people 
was advancing toward us. They were spreading out like a 
gathering storm, and thousands of armed individuals were 
marching toward us on the horizon. It was as if we were living 
through a surreal movie, except that this was our harrowing 
reality. 


The SHO had positioned his police force in two locations, 
with six policemen stationed with us and another six on a 
nearby hill. Observing the approaching mob, the SHO decided 
to assess the situation more closely. Upon his return, he 
appeared deeply alarmed after witnessing thousands of 
armed individuals heading our way. He conveyed the stark 
truth that confronting them was futile due to their superior 
numbers and weaponry. Moreover, he explained that he was 
not authorized to open fire. Consequently, he suggested that 
we evacuate our homes to safeguard our lives. 


However, my father staunchly refused to abandon our 
residence. He questioned why we should leave our house 
when we had committed no wrongdoing, solely because we 
were Ahmadis. My anger flared as | recalled previous 
incidents in Punjab where Ahmadis had been convinced by 
the police to return to their homes, only to be handed over to 
the mob later. In the heat of the moment, | raised my 7mm 
telescopic gun toward the officer's head, demanding to know 
if he had heard my father's decision to remain. Surprisingly, 
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my father did not reprimand me for my actions. Perhaps he, 
too, harbored distrust toward this law enforcement officer. 


The officer remained composed in the face of my 
confrontation, urging me to lower my gun. He recognized me 
as a young man with limited understanding of the dire 
situation. He emphasized that this was Pashtun territory, and 
over 5,000 armed Pashtuns were advancing. He reasoned 
that it would be impossible for us to defend ourselves against 
such overwhelming odds. My father instructed me to lower 
the gun, and the officer continued, stating that if we chose to 
stay, we should at least move the women and children away 
from the house. He pledged to escort them to a safe location. 
He believed that having women and children present during 
a confrontation would be a significant distraction and hinder 
our ability to defend ourselves. My father agreed to this plan, 
and my mother and sisters were escorted by my brother-in- 
law to the house of a non-Ahmadi neighbor who had offered 
assistance earlier. This neighboring house was less thana mile 
away. 
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Chapter 17 - Siege Positions 


Upon learning that the police had left us to fend for 
ourselves and seek safety on a nearby hill, we realized that 
we were truly on our own in this dire situation. The houses of 
our Ahmadi cousins, Mohammad Ilyas and Mohammad Sher, 
were the closest to ours, located less than a mile away. In a 
moment of bravery and selflessness, Ilyas Lala, one of my 
father’s cousins, approached my father with a proposal. 


"Brother," he said, "we've heard that all Ahmadi shops 
have been looted and burned in Topi, and the police have 
abandoned us here as well. It seems like the time has come 
for us to make a stand and, if need be, sacrifice our lives. If 
you agree, we are willing to join you in defending ourselves 
against the attackers here in your house.” 


My father was deeply moved by this offer of sacrifice, 
but he shook his head and, with a strategic mindset, 
suggested that they remain in their own house. His reasoning 
was Clear; by maintaining separate defensive positions, we 
could potentially protect each other's flanks and create a 
more challenging situation for the attackers who would have 
to contend with divided opposition. The plan was agreed 
upon, and Ilyas Lala and Mohammad Sher Lala took their 
position in their house, satisfied with the defensive setup. 


Given the gravity of the situation, my father addressed 
our non-Ahmadi family members. He felt it was essential to 
clarify that this was an issue pertaining to Ahmadi Muslims, 
and they need not be part of this conflict if they chose not to. 


49 


Flames of Faith: Surviving the 1974 Ahmadi Persecution 


However, my cousin Noor Mohammad Khan, displaying 
remarkable courage and determination, spoke up. 

"Uncle," he said, "if we were to flee from here now, 
why did we come here in the first place? If our destiny is to be 
sealed here, we cannot change it. And if God wills that we 
remain safe, then no one can harm us.” 


His sentiments resonated with all present, and in 
unison, they declared their unwavering commitment to stand 
with us, even if it meant risking their lives in the face of 
danger. After this heartfelt pledge, my father took charge and 
assigned specific positions to each of us, preparing for the 
impending crisis. 


Among us, there were four Ahmadis: my father, aged 
52; myself, at 21 years old; my younger brother Imtiaz Ahmad 
Khan, just 14 years old; and my brother-in-law Faiz 
Mohammad Khan, aged 37. Alongside us were nine non- 
Ahmadi family members, including six cousins: Nazeer 
Mohammad Khan, Mirza Mohammad Khan, Wazir 
Mohammad Khan, Noor Mohammad Khan, Nisar Mohammad 
Khan, and Sher Aman Khan. Additionally, two sons of my 
cousin, Sardar Mohammad Khan and Hamayoon Khan, and 
our farm manager and family friend Abdul Hakeem Khan, who 
had been our source of information from Topi, stood with us 
in this challenging hour. 
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Chapter 18 - Prayers for Steadfastness 


My father instructed us that if we encountered 
noncombatants, we should fire warning shots into the air to 
deter them and disperse the crowd. However, if we faced 
armed mercenaries, we should exercise caution and avoid 
harming children or the elderly among them. Even when 
dealing with armed combatants, our father emphasized that 
we should only use force, when necessary, in self-defense. He 
reminded us that it is Allah's command to fight resolutely 
against those who come to fight against us. Furthermore, my 
father made it clear that we should never be the first to open 
fire. We were only to target those who attacked us with the 
intent to kill, in accordance with Allah's guidance. 


As the mob advanced from all directions, we felt the 
weight of impending danger, realizing that this could be the 
last day of our lives. Despite our fear, we resolved not to show 
weakness. With the prospect of death looming, my father 
began to pray aloud: 


"Oh, My Lord! Grant us the strength to remain 
steadfast. Let our lives and deaths be solely for the sake of 
Ahmadiyyat, the True Islam. Accept our sacrifice, for we are 
Your humble servants. Bestow upon us a miraculous victory. 
These people view us as disbelievers and are determined to 
end our lives. But O Lord! You are our witness, and we worship 
You alone, acknowledging Your oneness and having no 
partners. We recite the Kalima of the Holy Prophet SAW and 
hold unwavering faith in the Holy Qur'an. We faithfully 
observe all five pillars of Islam. O Lord! We believe in the 
Promised Messiah AS as You have commanded. You are well 
aware of those who confront us. They seek to celebrate our 
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deaths, just as the Jews rejoiced after crucifying Jesus. 
Similarly, these rioters aim to kill us because of our faith in the 
Promised Messiah AS. But O Lord! Just as You protected Jesus 
AS, Moses AS, and Abraham AS, and, above all, our beloved 
Holy Prophet SAW from their enemies, we implore You to 
safeguard us for their sake.” 
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Chapter 19 - Available Arms 


Being peace-loving citizens, we had never imagined 
that we would find ourselves besieged within our own home 
by such a colossal mob. If we had anticipated such a dire 
situation, we would have prepared by gathering enough arms 
and ammunition. However, fate took its course, and when 
our close relatives got wind of the impending threat, they 
arrived with their weapons to assist us in defending our 
family. 


My uncle, Sahibzada Saif-ur-Rehman, had sent us a 
Sten gun, a British submachine gun, along with a generous 
supply of ammunition. Days before the turmoil, one of my 
non-Ahmadi cousins, Noor Mohammad, had suggested to my 
father that he acquire a machine gun for our protection. My 
father, ever the proponent of peace, had dismissed the idea, 
saying, 

"Noor Mohammad, we haven't wronged anyone. Why 
would anyone wish us harm? We are a peace-loving family. | 
believe a few troublemakers are behind all of this. They will 
come, create some disturbances, and then leave. Everyone in 
our community knows us, and we've never had any conflicts.” 


Another one of my father's cousins had brought his 
7mm telescopic gun with an ample supply of bullets, insisting 
that my father hold onto it until the disturbances subsided. 
My father reluctantly accepted the gun, and in hindsight, we 
were immensely grateful for it. Despite our limited resources, 
we had faith in God, which ultimately saw us through these 
harrowing events. 
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On the following page is the floor plan of the house 
where we found ourselves on June 9, 1974. This house was 
the retirement dream of my uncle, Colonel Ahmed Khan, who 
was serving in the Pakistan Military at the time. Constructed 
in 1970, it held a special place in our hearts, as my father and 
elder brother, Sher Ali Basharat, had been instrumental in 
building it. In the interim, we had occupied this house as my 
father worked on constructing our own adjacent home on our 
family's farmland. 


Actual picture of the house, taken after the incident. 
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Chapter 20 - First Encounter with The Enemy 


As we scrutinized the approaching mob, my father 
discerned that they were not students but rather 
mercenaries, slowly encroaching upon us. He advised us to 
withhold our actions until they initiated hostilities. Their 
attack commenced approximately 500 yards from our house, 
and their numbers swelled to five or six thousand. Their 
voices resonated with chants of "Allahu Akbar," and they 
urged us to surrender our arms, renounce Ahmadiyyat, and 
thereby secure our safety. 


The relentless cacophony of gunfire reverberated 
through the air, creating an atmosphere of deafening 
intensity. | could hardly fathom that we were embroiled in a 
war-like situation within the confines of our own home. My 
father's directive was clear: we were not to open fire until he 
gave the order. 


During this tense standoff, my father recounted the 
wisdom shared by Hadhrat Khalifatul Masih III (rh) during an 
address at the Annual Convention of Jama'at Ahmadiyya, 
Jalsa Salana. He emphasized that those who wholeheartedly 
engage the enemy for the sake of Allah would witness divine 
intervention at the eleventh hour. However, those who 
wavered in their resolve or failed to exert their full efforts 
would not receive Allah's assistance through mere prayers. 


My father then led us in prayer, fervently reciting the 
Kalima. His words were a plea to Allah: "O Allah, | discharge 
this bullet in Your name. Let it find its mark in the enemy. We 
did not initiate this conflict; it was forced upon us. We bear no 
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ill will towards any one of them; we are merely defending 
ourselves." 


With precision, he targeted the leader of the 
advancing mob, and we watched as he crumpled to the 
ground. My father's wisdom resounded in our ears: conserve 
our limited ammunition, fire deliberately at those who posed 
an imminent threat. 


We retaliated with gunfire, and the assailants, who 

had deemed themselves jihadists, suddenly found 
themselves in disarray, retreating in panic. Under the 
scorching sun, they desperately sought water to quench their 
thirst, leaving behind the wounded and the lifeless. 
This marked our initial encounter with the aggressors, a 
harrowing ordeal that persisted for more than an hour. As the 
mob dispersed in retreat, the Mullahs who had incited this 
violence began to chastise them for their perceived 
cowardice in battle. We, too, joined in the taunts, echoing 
their shouts of "Allahu Akbar.” 


After nearly an hour, these rioters regrouped and 
advanced toward us once more, this time from the front, 
right, and left, attempting to encircle us entirely. Their 
numbers had doubled as more rioters had joined their ranks. 
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Chapter 21 - Second encounter 


In the thousands, the mob advanced towards our 
home, firing indiscriminately. Recognizing the looming peril, 
my father acted decisively, sending Abdul Hakeem on a 
critical mission to solicit aid. Charged with rallying support, 
Abdul Hakeem embarked on a perilous journey, first seeking 
assistance from our relatives. Despite their willingness to lend 
aid, their efforts were stymied by the heavy hand of law 
enforcement. Undeterred, Abdul Hakeem pressed on 
towards Topi, only to find himself ensnared by the malevolent 
clutches of the raging mob, his mission halted before it could 
reach fruition. 


In a chilling moment, his life hung in the balance, 
poised on the precipice of a violent end. Yet, amidst the fury, 
a compassionate soul interceded, highlighting Abdul 
Hakeem's innocence as a mere laborer for an Ahmadi. Was 
this truly a crime worthy of death? While spared the noose, 
he remained detained, barred from reaching Topi. 


Meanwhile, my father enlisted the aid of my cousin 
Mirza Mohammad, tasking him with beseeching our non- 
Ahmadi relatives in Maini village for assistance. The plea was 
simple: prevent the encroaching mob from surrounding us 
from their side. However, time slipped through our fingers, 
and soon, we found ourselves besieged on all fronts. Later 
revelations unveiled valiant attempts by our kin and allies to 
persuade us to abandon our home, a refuge swiftly becoming 
a prison. Yet, amidst the cacophony of gunfire, their pleas 
were lost to us, drifting away with the wind. 
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Cornered on all sides, my father gathered us close, addressing 
our non-Ahmadi kin with poignant words, invoking a couplet 
from the Promised Messiah. 


32 1982 oS 94 tS all GS Us 
36S 2 Ge on hs Us all Ss 


At times |am Adam, at times Moses, at time Jacob, 


In addition, | am Abraham; | have countless generations.° 


In these verses, Allah likened the Promised Messiah to 
esteemed prophets like Hadhrat Ibrahim and Hadhrat Musa. 
When the Promised Messiah states, '! am Abraham too,' he 
underscores the divine protection akin to that of Prophet 
Abraham in the face of fire. This assurance extends to true 
followers; the flames shall not harm them. With conviction, 
he gestured towards his chest, affirming, 


“I believe | am one of His true followers, the Promised 
Messiah.’ Should we perish within these walls, let it be a 
testament to the veracity of Ahmadiyyat. However, if we 
emerge unscathed, bear witness to my words." 


In that moment, | couldn't fathom my father's resolve. 
Yet, his unwavering faith shone through, defying the grim 
reality closing in around us. His answer revealed the depth of 
his supplication, a fervent plea to Allah to manifest His mercy 


§ Hazrat Mirza Ghulam Ahmad*®, Durr-e-Samin, Page 131, March 2002, Printwell 
Press, Amritsar. 
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and power in our darkest hour. In the face of imminent peril, 
my father's unwavering faith and fervent prayers became our 
beacon of hope. Amidst the clamor of hostility, as threats and 
gunfire echoed, we found solace in our collective prayers, a 
testament to the enduring strength of our faith. 


As we huddled together, the echoes of impending 
doom reverberated in our ears. 


My father assured us all that Allah would undoubtedly 
protect us. Just then, we heard these voices: 


“Recite the Kalima and become a Muslim.....otherwise....” 


They were hurling filthy abuse at us, which was 
followed by a volley of firing. Father asked us to retaliate. 
While firing, we would loudly recite the prayer: 


oe OE Me oto Fem soe He mes a ok te 4 - 
SESH Gp Ai19 (gas Gj Saslé (4 SO) 
O, my Lord! Everything is your servant. O, my Lord! Protect me, help me, 
and have mercy on me.’ 


7 Hadhrat Mirza Ghulam Ahmad*s, Malfoozat, Volume 4, Page 264, Edition 1984, 
London. 
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Chapter 22 — Third Encounter 


After a brief respite, | watched as the mercenaries fled, 
leaving their wounded comrades behind. Once again, the 
Mullahs emerged, taunting and criticizing them as they 
retreated. With promises of paradise, they sought to 
manipulate the mob's religious sentiments, a tactic that had 
become all too familiar to me. 


During this brief lull in the chaos, | tended to the 
wounds of our companions, offering water, restocking 
ammunition, and mentally preparing for the inevitable return 
of violence. However, our momentary respite was shattered 
by the sight of trucks and buses flooding the roads, their 
green flags of Jihad fluttering in the wind and their occupants 
chanting fervently. Rumors of our homes being set ablaze 
spread like wildfire among the rioters, fueling their 
excitement. Yet, as | scanned the horizon, | was relieved to 
find our homes untouched, a small glimmer of hope amid the 
chaos. 


Our relief was short-lived as | witnessed the rioters 
descending upon the homes of my father's cousins, 
Mohammad Sher and Mohammad Ilyas. With police fire 
driving them out, their homes fell victim to looting and arson, 
witnessed helplessly by my mother and sisters from their 
place of refuge. 


As the rioters drew closer to our own home, my father 
urged us to conserve our ammunition, preparing for a 
prolonged confrontation until nightfall. With the enemy 
closing in, tension gripped me. 
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Our hopes briefly soared at the sight of a military helicopter 
overhead, but they were soon dashed as it veered away 
towards Topi. Later, we learned that Gen. Nasirullah Babar, 
responding to a plea from my uncle, Col. Ahmad Khan, had 
assessed the situation. Surrounded by a massive armed mob, 
any military intervention would have likely resulted in a 
massacre. Convinced of our impending doom, Gen. Babar 
reluctantly concluded that there was little the army could do 
to help us. 
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Chapter 23 - Divine Help 


After the rioters had set fire to the house of 
Mohammad Sher, they began their menacing march toward 
our residence. We valiantly attempted to thwart their 
advance, but slowly, a faction of the mob reached the homes 
of our retainers. 


In the midst of this chaos, a sudden, searing pain 
pierced close to my heart, and my shirt quickly became 
soaked with blood. | cried out, "/'m shot!" My father's face 
filled with concern as he inquired about my wound. | 
examined my chest and made a remarkable discovery—the 
bullet had not pierced my chest directly. Instead, it had first 
struck the protective screen in front of me, significantly 
reducing its velocity. | was incredibly fortunate that it hadn't 
struck me fatally. | shared this reassuring news with my 
father, and relief washed over his face. 


In the agonizing moments when my father saw me 
bleeding, he turned to Allah in prayer: 


"O, Lord! If my only adult son perishes, our strength will 
wane. His services are indispensable in this critical hour. If he 
is taken from us, we will be ill-equipped to face such a 
formidable mob. You have promised, O Lord, that one believer 
outweighs a hundred infidels, but they are in the thousands. 
Therefore, O Lord, preserve my son's life so that we may 
triumph over the rioters.” 


As | reassured my father of my safety, he prostrated 
himself before Allah in gratitude. Then he said to me, "Get up 
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and fight; surely, Allah will not destroy us.” My father and | 
resumed our positions, searching for the assailants who had 
targeted me. He discharged his weapon several times, 
effectively silencing the threats from that direction. 


The sun hung low on the horizon, casting an ominous 
shadow as the onslaught of the rioters intensified. We 
endured minor wounds and physical pain as the relentless 
gunfire raged on. Each time one of us was injured, we rushed 
to attend to their wounds before returning to our posts. 


Faiz Mohammad Lala decided to change his position, 
driven by sheer exhaustion, but this exposed him to danger. 
My father's urgent shout to take cover came too late; he was 
struck by a bullet. | saw him and ran towards him and caught 
him as he collapsed to the ground, unconscious. Gently, | 
lowered him, assessing the gravity of the situation. My father 
anxiously asked, "Where is he hit?" My response was grim, 
"In the head, near the ear.” 


Blood flowed profusely from the wound, resembling a 
partially opened faucet. My father instructed me to inspect 
the damage by inserting my finger into the wound. It was a 
surreal and harrowing act that revealed the bullet had 
penetrated his skull. Following my father's guidance, | tightly 
bound a bedsheet around Faiz's head to staunch the bleeding. 
Trembling with anxiety, we grappled with the gravity of the 
situation, for Faiz was our first serious casualty. 


As darkness descended, my father instructed me to 
transport Faiz Mohammad downstairs. With Nisar’s 
assistance, we descended and placed him in his bedroom. My 
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attempts to communicate with him yielded no response, but 
| could discern that he was still breathing. Overwhelmed by 
the gravity of the situation, | left him in his room and returned 
to the battlefield, determined to persevere. 
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Chapter 24 - Night Beckons 


The onslaught against us intensified as the hours 
dragged on. Most of us had sustained injuries, and our 
defenses began to waver under the relentless attack. The 
rioters had reached the very boundary walls of our house, 
spewing hateful invectives and demanding our surrender. A 
bullet struck the cement lattice of the cantilever, sending 
fragments flying, one of which struck my cousin Sher Amaan 
in the face, causing blood to gush from his wounds. Without 
hesitation, my father rushed to Sher Amaan's aid, taking his 
place amid the turmoil. Another bullet found its mark on the 
lattice, and shards of concrete struck my father's face, 
drawing blood. Despite the pain and the sting of sand 
particles that had lodged in his eyes, he quietly tended to his 
injuries, concealing his pain to prevent us from panicking. He 
later described the excruciating burning sensation he 
endured. 


With determination, my father zeroed in on the 
suspected source of the gunfire and fired back. Bang, bang. 
The incoming barrage quickly ceased from that direction. 


We had now been engaged in this relentless battle for 
nearly eight hours. At one point, a glimmer of hope emerged 
as we noticed a police party approaching from the direction 
of Topi. We believed they were coming to our aid, but to our 
dismay, they merely ascended the hillside to join their fellow 
officers already stationed there. 


One of my non-Ahmadi cousins, Nisar Lala, expressed 
frustration about the government's apparent inaction. My 
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father, unwavering in his faith, assured him that Allah was on 
our side and would be our ultimate Helper. In a moment of 
desperation, my cousin exclaimed, 


"Uncle, when will Allah's help reach us!" 


My father offered words of encouragement, 
emphasizing that Allah would not abandon us, as we had 
committed no wrongdoing and inflicted no harm on anyone. 
He urged us to maintain our trust in Allah's help, inshallah. 
Nisar , reinvigorated by these words, rose with newfound 
determination, ready to fight bravely. We, too, responded 
vigorously to the mob's slogans, shouting back at them to 
display our unwavering resolve. 


After some time, we heard gunshots from the police 
side. Amidst the chaos, we could overhear the rioters’ 
comments: 


"We have no reason to fear; the police are firing into 
the air. The police are on our side. Now we can proceed to set 
these houses ablaze with grenades and kerosene.” 


My father promptly instructed us that in the event of 
a grenade being thrown, we should lie flat on the floor to 
minimize the risk of shrapnel, which scatters in all directions 
upon explosion. Our instructions were put to the test when 
we heard the unmistakable sound of a grenade pin being 
pulled. It landed in our central courtyard and detonated, 
confirming our fears that the mob was armed with grenades. 
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The individual hurling grenades taunted us, claiming that we 
were trapped. Their companions threatened us, demanding 
that we recite the Kalima or face death. However, we stood 
resolute, fearlessly shouting back at our attackers, much to 
their frustration. 


Amid this chaotic scene, the police began firing into 
the air, leaving us perplexed as to their intentions. 
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Chapter 25 - Dark Times 


In the darkness, the mob advanced toward our 
perimeter wall, employing grenades and gunfire to push 
forward. The threat of grenades loomed large from this 
distance, intensifying the danger we faced. To wear us down, 
the enemy hurled grenades and stones randomly, hoping to 
catch us off guard. Yet, my father's military training proved 
invaluable; he could discern the different sounds, guiding us 
when to take cover and when to resume our defense. 


One grenade, however, posed a more immediate 
threat. As it rolled towards my cousin and me, we scrambled 
to evade it, but it detonated seconds later. My cousin cried 
out in pain, and in the darkness, | felt the extent of his 
injuries—a badly damaged thigh drenched in blood. Acting 
swiftly, my father instructed me to tightly bind the wound 
with a cloth, providing what aid | could in the heat of the 
moment. 


On that full moonlit night, the enemy, illuminated by 
the moon's glow, spotted our position on the top floor. 
Realizing our vulnerability, my father made the decision to 
retreat to the courtyard, where we could better defend 
ourselves. 
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Calendar for Year 1974 (Pakistan) 
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Descending to the courtyard served a dual purpose -to 

fortify our defense and prevent the enemy from setting fire 
to the house. With each of us strategically positioned, we 
braced for the inevitable confrontation. 
As the mob tried to breach the perimeter wall, their cries for 
us to repent or face death echoed through the air. In defiance, 
we shouted back, refusing to yield to their threats. Stones 
rained down upon us, their crude weapons proving effective 
against our fortified position. 


My father, recognizing the need for a decisive stand, 
instructed me to open both the front door and the main gate. 
With defiance in our hearts, we prepared to confront the 
enemy head-on. 
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Though the mob hesitated to enter the house 
immediately, my father remained vigilant at the main door, 
while the rest of us fanned out across the courtyard. In the 
heat of battle, Nisar, usually formidable, questioned my lack 
of fear. | said, "Nisar lala, you are fighting for your uncle and 
his family's sake, while | am fighting as an Ahmadi. For me, 
this is a defensive Jihad, while for you, it is not. If | die, | will 
die as an Ahmadi and will become a martyr.". 


Despite the imminent danger, | felt a strange calmness, 
unafraid of death, confident in our fate. The distant fireballs 
in the sky, mistaken for police intervention, only intensified 
our disappointment at the authorities’ inaction. 


My father grappled with the grim reality before us— 
escape seemed impossible yet remaining inside offered little 
hope against the relentless mob. Without police intervention, 
our fate seemed sealed, our lives hanging in the balance 
amidst the chaos. 
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Chapter 26 - Escape Plan 


As we guarded the front door, an intruder breached 
our home. We engaged in gunfire, and tragedy struck as Nazir 
Mohammad was shot and lost his life in an instant. The 
assailant, sensing an opportunity, ventured further into the 
house. My father, who had heard the gunfire from within, 
understood that something was amiss. He swiftly dealt with 
the intruder as he entered. 


Breaking the heart-wrenching news to my father about 
Nazir Mohammad martyrdom was a painful duty. My father 
was deeply affected by this loss, as Nazir Mohammad had 
been one of his beloved nephews. Nazir was known for his 
gentle demeanor, always wearing a radiant smile. | had never 
seen him express anger before. Until this point, we had been 
fortunate to avoid casualties, but with Nazir's passing, grief 
enveloped us all. 


My father prayed, "O Lord, when will Your help arrive? 
We are exhausted, our ammunition is depleted, and we are 
vulnerable. If we are defeated, the rioters will rejoice, 
claiming that there is no God of the Ahmadis. Will You allow 
them to erase us? O Lord, if You do not aid us now, when will 
You?" 


Continuing, my father addressed the dire situation, 
"We find ourselves encircled by the rioters. Although we are 
prepared to embrace martyrdom, it is not wise to do so here. 
The darkness shrouds us, and with Allah's assistance, we must 
muster the courage to leave. Otherwise, if we persist in battle, 
there is a risk that the government may abandon us to the 


72 


Flames of Faith: Surviving the 1974 Ahmadi Persecution 


rioters' mercy tomorrow. Let us put our faith in Allah and 
embark on this treacherous journey." 


My father further explained that the rioters were 
cowards who would not face us head-on. They intended to 
wear us down and launch a late-night assault. Therefore, we 
should confront them now, outside. 


| was taken aback by this suggestion; it seemed like a 
suicide mission. | questioned my father, "Are you certain, 
Father?" He replied firmly, "Yes, | am." 


Concerned about Faiz Mohammad Lala's condition, | 
asked, "What about Faiz Mohammad?” Father inquired 
about Faiz Mohammad's status, and | informed him that the 
last time | saw him, he was still alive. 


With this information, my father instructed me to 
confirm Faiz Mohammad's condition once more. | 
approached Faiz Mohammad; he was unconscious but 
breathing. My father assessed the situation and concluded 
that our only chance of survival was to venture outside and 
confront the mob. 


| expressed my worry, "But we cannot leave Faiz 
Mohammad!" Faiz Mohammad was not only our brother-in- 
law but also our first cousin. When his mother, who was my 
father's sister, passed away, Faiz Mohammad was a child. My 
father adopted him, brought him to our home, and since 
then, he has lived with us as a sibling. | regarded him as an 
elder brother. 


73 


Flames of Faith: Surviving the 1974 Ahmadi Persecution 


My father reassured me, "Ajaz, Faiz Mohammad is 
unconscious and unaware of the situation. If we delay, we 
may never escape alive, and we may run out of ammunition, 
falling into the hands of the enemy who could subject us to 
unimaginable torture." 


Acknowledging the grim reality that death was 
imminent, | asked my father, "So what is the plan?" He 
instructed me to gather everyone together. 


Once we were all assembled, my father outlined our next 
steps. He directed us to hide Noor Mohammad somewhere in 
the outer courtyard amidst the flower bushes, as he was 
unable to move. Those who survived would return later to 
extract him. Then he said, 

"We must launch an offensive and attempt to break 
through the mob. | will lead the initial attack at the main gate, 
Ajaz will provide support, followed by Imtiaz. The three of us 
will engage the mob, diverting their attention. As they focus 
on us, the rest of you should quietly move along the sidewalls. 
When the mob attacks us, blend in with the crowd. Once 
you've blended in, seek safety. Whoever reaches safety should 
make efforts to rescue Noor Mohammad Khan and Faiz 
Mohammad Khan. Additionally, arrange for the burial of 
Nazir Mohammad." 


| was in awe of my father's courage and character. He 
was willing to sacrifice not only his life but also the lives of his 
children to save non-Ahmadi family members. 


With heavy hearts, we silently prayed together and bid 
our farewells to one another. 
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Chapter 27 - Into the Night 


We were all assembled at the main door of the house. 
Nisar and | took Noor Mohammad to the outside courtyard 
and hid him in the flower bushes. My father then told us the 
plan. 


Father would leave first, sprinting towards the main 
gate of the outside courtyard. From there, he would provide 
cover by firing at the rioters, allowing me to join him. Then 
we would provide cover for Imtiaz to join us. 


We loaded our guns. My father had the Sten Gun, | had 
the 38mm revolver, Imtiaz and the others had shotguns. My 
father looked at me briefly, nodded, and then led the charge, 
heading towards the main entrance. | quickly followed, 
tapping my father's shoulder to let him know that | had made 
it. 


With us now out at the gate, father charged the 
rioters. Strangely, no one fired or attempted to pursue him. 
Instead, it felt like the entire mob was waiting for me to break 
cover and take my life. | saw many people sitting along the 
outside wall with guns on the cement slab of the water 
trench. | was sure that soon | will be killed. 


| broke cover and charged quietly towards the first 
assailant who was just steps away from me. | shot him in his 
chest, instantly killing him. It was him or |, and God was on my 
side. | proceeded to kill another four assailants in the same 
manner. When | got to the sixth one, he stood up and turned 
around out of fear. | shot him in the back, and he also dropped 
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to the ground. When | reached the next attacker, he too stood 
up and turned around out of fear. | pulled the trigger, but the 
gun misfired. | instantly realized | had used all my bullets. 


For amoment, | froze and thought my luck had run out. 
But then, out of the corner of my eye, | recognized my father 
running towards the crowd. So, | started to follow him but 
was quickly confronted by a person pointing his gun at me. 
Adrenaline kicked in, and | instantly charged him, hoping for 
an instant and painless death. But then something came over 
me. Instead of attacking my attacker, | ran past him, yelling, 


"Run! An army of Qadianis has come!" 


As | passed him, he shot me. | felt a slap on my right 
wrist. | had been hit on my arm, but otherwise, | was okay. 
Continuing my deception, | followed my father. The crowd 
that had wholly surrounded us opened and let my father go 
through that corridor without trying to stop him. | followed 
him. 


Once we were out of the thick of the mob, my father 
increased his pace in a zigzag fashion. Knowing my father's 
military experience, | knew there must be a good reason. So, 
| followed him in his pattern. My father was a fantastic athlete 
when he was young. | was also very fit, 21 years old, preparing 
to join the Pakistan army. | used to run five to ten miles every 
day in those days. So, | caught up to him, when suddenly, he 
turned around and tried to hit me with his Sten Gun like a 
baseball bat. | ducked and missed the hit. | said in a low voice, 
"father, it is me." He did not hear me and instead lifted the 
gun above his head. To my horror, | realized my father was 
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about to break my skull. So, | jumped on him, bringing him to 
the ground and said, "father, this is me, Ajaz." He replied, "Oh, 
Merciful Allah, thank you for sparing my son." He then asked 
me why | had not introduced myself earlier. | told him | feared 
the mob would recognize us. Then he said to me that: 


"When we both got to the front gate, | realized that | 
had used all my bullets. | was unsure what to do, so | started 
running towards the crowd. | heard shots behind me, but | did 
not stop, nor did anyone try to stop me or fire at me from the 
front. While | was running, | felt someone was chasing me and 
saying that the Qadiani army had arrived. | assumed the 
enemy was following me. | was angry at myself for running 
out of bullets. 


| started running through the fields, leaving the main 
road. | got a sense that the man chasing me was also without 
a rifle, and maybe he wanted to kill me with a dagger. So, | 
turned back to hit him. Thank God | didn't have any bullets; 
otherwise, | would have killed my son! | thank Allah that there 
was no bullet in my rifle and that | was driven to run faster 
because | thought a rioter was chasing me. Thus, Allah not 
only rescued us from the cordon of the rioters but also saved 
you from being killed at my own hands”. 


He fell into a long prostration of gratefulness. It was a great 
favor of Allah. 
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Chapter 28 — Weapon Retrieval 


After a moment of relief, my father turned to me, 
concern etched into his features. He inquired about the 
others, and | admitted | had no knowledge of their 
whereabouts. When he asked about the gunfire at the gate, | 
confessed it had been me. Father, fearing the potential 
consequences in the current volatile climate, urged me to 
keep this information to myself, cautioning against self- 
incrimination despite our acts of self-defense. 


My father asked me to load his Sten gun. He said, we 
need to go back to rescue the others. | was amazed at his 
courage. As | tried to reload the magazine, | noticed my right 
hand was severely swollen. My father asked how | had been 
injured. | recounted the story, and when | was done, he asked 
me to move my fingers. | stretched out my fingers and was 
relieved to realize that it didn't hurt too much. 


"By the grace of Allah, there is no damage to the bone, 
as you can move your fingers." he gently told me with a slight 
smile. 


Turning his attention back to our dire circumstances, 
my father assessed our weaponry. 


"We need a more formidable weapon to fight back," he 


remarked, scrutinizing the Sten gun in his grip. "A 303 rifle 
would serve us better.” 
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The 303 rifle, a weapon known for its accuracy and 
lethality, was used by the British Military and Commonwealth 
forces in past conflicts. 


Tasked with retrieving the desired weapon, | set out 
towards my uncle Sher Khan's house, guided by faint 
moonlight amidst the darkness. Along the way, | encountered 
my youngest uncle, Mohammad Afzal Khan, his shock 
palpable at my unexpected survival. 


Then, amidst the chaos, my gaze fell upon a policeman 
stationed a few feet away, clutching a 303 gun - a standard 
issue for most Pakistani law enforcement. Determination 
coursed through me as | sprinted towards him, intent on 
acquiring his weapon and ammunition. Startled by my 
approach, fear flashed across the policeman’s face, 
prompting him to bolt away. My uncle tried to stop me from 
attacking a policeman. 


When | reached my uncle's house, his son Iqbal 
Mohammad Khan was hanging outside near the entrance. He 
clearly didn't expect to see me. | told him, "My father needs 
your 303 guns along with all your ammunition". Realizing the 
seriousness of the situation, Iqbal retrieved the weapon from 
his father's room. | followed him into the house, and as we 
were about to leave, we were blocked by Iqbal's mother. She 
stood in front of the door, crossed her arms, and told us that 
we couldn't leave the house. 


| said, "Nisar lala (her son) and others are trapped inside our 
house. My father and I need to save them!" 
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While her face softened slightly at hearing about the 
fate of her son, she refused to let us go. With emotions 
running high, Iqbal hit his mother with the butt of the gun. 
She fell. As we were about to get out, she grabbed his leg and 
refused to let him go. | pulled my 38 revolver and pointed at 
her head to scare her, but she said 


"No one is going back. Enough is enough!" 
In this madness, | heard a voice scream. 

"Ajaz!" 

It was the voice of my mother. | turned and was 

astonished to see her there in front of me. | froze for a 
moment, confused, and then | regained my senses. It was as 
if all the madness had melted away. | ran towards her, and we 
embraced. | told her that father was also alive. Hearing this 
fantastic news, my mother trembled slightly in my arms. 
My sister Amtul Qayum walked into the room, and my 
happiness was once again cut short. My sister had married 
Faiz Mohammad lala, and | could see that she was anxious for 
news. | broke down and said 


"Faiz Mohammad Lala has been martyred!" 


My sister quietly and stoically processed the most horrific 
news a person can hear, paused, and then quietly said, 


"Ajaz, why are you crying? Faiz has been martyred." 
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Then she lifted her two children, Bilal, 2 years old, and 
Siddiqa, 4 months old, and loudly said 


"These people think they can finish Ahmadiyyat by 
killing Faiz Mohammad Khan. Let me tell them; they can never 
end Ahmadiyyat, and | will raise these children to defend 
Ahmadiyyat!" 


Hearing that and witnessing my sisters’ extraordinary 
fortitude, | got my strength back. | told my mother that my 
father was waiting for the 303 Gun. To my surprise, she also 
said, "No! No one is going back. Just the two of you alive is 
enough!" 


Meanwhile, my father grew anxious as | failed to 
return with the gun. 
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Chapter 29 - Reunion 


Concerned for my well-being, My father decided to 
investigate why | hadn’t returned yet. His arrival sparked an 
emotional reunion as he was enveloped by his loved ones. 


After embracing his family, my father turned to his 
brother, Sher Khan, outlining his plan to return to the mob 
and locate the rest of our family. Sher Khan cautioned against 
the perilous endeavor, highlighting the overwhelming size of 
the mob. Recognizing the danger of remaining in our current 
location, | suggested seeking refuge in Topi, where our uncle 
Sahibzada Abdul Hameed resided. However, my uncle 
dismissed the idea saying, 


"No, you are not going there either. There are over 
10,000 armed mobs in the area, and it will be impossible for 
you to go there safely." 


| quietly processed his advice, and then felt a surge of 
urgency to inform the family about the grim news. 


"Nazir Mohammad Lala and Faiz Mohammad Lala 
have been martyred," 

| announced solemnly, providing the locations where 
their bodies lay. | also mentioned that Noor Mohammad Lala 
was critically injured, hidden among the flower beds in the 
outer courtyard. 

"We need to arrange for their burials and rescue Noor 
Mohammad," | pleaded. 

My uncle, taking in the severity of the situation, 
nodded gravely. 
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“I will take care of everything," he assured me, his 
voice steady despite the chaos around us. He then handed me 
his own 455 revolver, even though he knew | already had a 38 
revolver. "You might need this," he said, his eyes reflecting a 
mix of fear and determination. He also instructed his son, 
Iqbal Mohammad, and two servants to accompany us until 
we reached Maini safely. Instead of the regular dirt road, 
which could be swarming with mobs, he advised us to take a 
detour through the Gunduf side in the farm fields, then make 
a left turn towards Maini after some _ time. 


As we prepared to leave, we could see the mob from a 
distance, beating drums and setting fires, celebrating their 
cruelty at the house of my uncle Colonel Ahmad Khan. The 
building where we had left Faiz Mohammad Lala was 
engulfed in flames. "He must have perished in that fire," | 
muttered to myself, a sense of loss and helplessness washing 
over me. 

Before departing, we stopped to thank the non- 
Ahmadi family, led by Haji Sahib, who had shielded my 
mother, sisters, and children during these perilous times. 
Despite being members of Jamaat E Islami, a group known for 
its opposition to Anmadiyyat, they had shown extraordinary 
compassion and courage. Haji Sahib himself would often 
recite Azaan, hoping the sacred call would quell the mob's 
fury. "This is not Islam," he would proclaim loudly, risking his 
own Safety to protect ours. 


The gratitude we felt towards Haji Sahib and his family 
was immense. 

"May Allah bless them for the humanity they showed," 
my mother whispered as tears streamed down her face. She 
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and my sister recounted the many small kindnesses the family 
had extended to them, providing a stark contrast to the 
brutality raging outside. 


With heavy hearts, but a glimmer of hope, we set off 
towards Maini, following Iqbal's lead through the lesser- 
known paths, eager to escape the imminent danger and 
regroup to find a way to fight another day. 


Subsequently, we learned that our uncle was aware of 
the grim situation in Topi. Anmadi homes had been ravaged, 
and many had already fled. With uncertainty shrouding the 
fate of our loved ones, my uncle refrained from disclosing the 
distressing news to my mother. Instead, he proposed seeking 
sanctuary in our ancestral village of Maini, where we could 
pay our respects to our aunt, mourning the loss of her son 
Nazir Mohammad. 
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Chapter 30 - Departure towards Maini 


As we journeyed towards Maini, our group maintained 
a tense and somber atmosphere. Leading the way were Iqbal 
and one of the servants, while my mother, sisters, my aunt, 
and my sister's two children formed the middle of our 
caravan. Meanwhile, my father, myself, and another servant 
safeguarded our rear. My father, drawing from_ his 
experiences during World War Il and _ Pakistan's 
independence, cautioned me about the possibility of our 
convoy being ambushed. He stressed the importance of 
prioritizing the safety of our female family members in case 
of an attack, a grim reminder of the atrocities women often 
faced in such situations. It was a terrifying prospect, but we 
had to be prepared mentally for any eventuality. | silently 
prayed that we would never have to confront such a 
nightmare. 


As we pressed forward, my mind was consumed with 
worry about the fate of the family members who had valiantly 
defended our home. | couldn't shake off the guilt of surviving 
while they faced the merciless mob. We all fervently prayed 
to Allah for their safety, pleading for divine intervention to 
guide us safely to our destination. 


"O, Lord! You know we are helpless, and only You can protect 
them. Please help us reach our destination safely.” 


Amidst our prayers, we spotted a figure running 


towards us from the right side, shrouded by the darkness. 
Alert and cautious, | instinctively reached for my gun and 
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demanded the stranger to halt and identify himself. To our 
immense relief, the figure revealed himself to be Imtiaz. 


Our relief at seeing Imtiaz safe and sound was 
overwhelming. His unexpected appearance amidst the chaos 
felt nothing short of miraculous, especially considering the 
unlikeliness of our paths crossing. Typically, we would never 
have traversed this route, but Allah had orchestrated this 
reunion in the most extraordinary manner. Had Imtiaz 
encountered the enemy instead of us, his fate could have 
been grave. It was a testament to Allah's boundless mercy 
and grace. 


Imtiaz brought us the incredible news of the survival of 
Nisar, Wazir, Sher Amaan, Sardar Khan, and Hamayun. Joy 
swept over us at the revelation, and we shared in the relief of 
their families. Our aunt, in particular, expressed her gratitude 
to Allah for the safety of her son, Nisar, whom she held dear. 


However, Imtiaz's account of briefly seeing Faiz 
Mohammad amidst the mob outside the house left us 
perplexed. Given the darkness of the night and the severity of 
Faiz's injuries, we doubted the accuracy of Imtiaz's sighting. 
Nevertheless, we clung to hope, refusing to accept the worst 
until confirmed. 


As we continued our journey towards Maini, reciting 
Quranic prayers in the darkness, our hearts were heavy with 
the burden of delivering the news of Nazir Mohammad's 
death to his family. The thought of their grief weighed heavily 
on us, especially considering their non-Ahmadi background. 
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We anticipated the difficulty of breaking such tragic news and 
braced ourselves for the emotional ordeal awaiting us. 


Despite offers of refuge from strangers along the way, 
we opted not to take any more risks, determined to reach our 
destination safely. One such party recognized us and told my 
father that they were heading to our house to help us. My 
father said cynically, "Now! Where have you been all day?" 
My father pointed towards our house and said, "Why don't 
you go and loot the property?" They responded with silence 
and shame, and we moved on. 
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Chapter 31 - How Imtiaz Escaped 


As we continued our journey towards Maini, our 
curiosity about how Imtiaz, Nisar Mohammad Khan, and the 
others had managed to escape from the house grew. Imtiaz 
shared his account with us as we walked, shedding light on 
their daring escape. 


"When both of you charged towards the mob at the 
gate, | was about to follow suit, but Nisar lala stopped me," 
Imtiaz began, recounting the tense moments inside the 
house. "He urged caution, advising us to wait and observe the 
situation, as the gunfire suggested the worst. We were eager 
to flee but were daunted by the sheer size of the mob outside." 


Imtiaz continued, describing Nisar lala's ingenious plan 
to blend in with the mob by pretending to be looters. "Nisar 
lala instructed each one of us to grab a household item and 
masquerade as looters. He then incited the mob by falsely 
claiming that we had breached the wall and were already 
inside the house, enticing them to join the supposed 
plundering. Once the mob entered, we seamlessly integrated 
ourselves into the chaos, concealing our identities by covering 
our faces with turbans. In the pandemonium, we slipped away 
unnoticed, running in different directions until exhaustion 
overtook us.” 


Imtiaz's narrative took a poignant turn as he described 
a harrowing encounter in the fields. "As / fled, | stumbled upon 
a figure resembling Faiz Mohammad Khan lala, injured and 
weak, staggering in the darkness. Desperate to confirm his 
identity, | attempted to approach him, but the throng of 
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people surrounding him hindered me. Fearing for my safety, | 
reluctantly retreated, seeking refuge in the home of an old 
peasant. Though he offered me food and solace, | couldn't 
linger. Hastily grabbing a morsel as a gesture of gratitude, | 
resumed my flight, guided only by the mercy of Allah until our 
paths fortuitously intersected.” 


What a miraculous reunion on the road to Maini! 
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Chapter 32 — Arrival into Maini 


As we followed our guide and finally arrived in Maini, 
approximately two miles from our home, we encountered the 
first Hujra, where local men congregated. Upon seeing us 
alive and well, my father greeted them with a loud "Asalamo 
Alaikum," startling everyone present. This was my father's 
ancestral village, where he was born and raised, and where 
his presence commanded respect. Uncertain whether these 
men were friend or foe, | couldn't help but voice my 
frustration. 


"Why greet such cowards?" | challenged my father 
boldly. "They've failed to protect the honor of their women, 
yet they sit idly while the women of this town flee from 
savages without shame.” 


My mother, exhausted from our ordeal, quickly 
intervened, scolding me for my harsh words and urging me to 
cease my verbal attacks. Respectfully, someone from the 
Hujra advised us to proceed home, and so we continued our 
journey. At the next Hujra we encountered, my father once 
again greeted them with salaam, eliciting mixed reactions 
from the inhabitants. 


Although it was late and villagers typically retired 
early, the riots stirred discussions, and the news of our 
survival astonished many. As we approached our aunt's 
house, non-Ahmadi relatives and acquaintances poured out 
to greet us, expressing overwhelming joy and gratitude at our 
unexpected survival. Many had presumed us dead and were 
relieved to see us alive. 
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Entering our aunt's house, the atmosphere shifted as 
we braced ourselves to deliver the tragic news of her son's 
death. Overwhelmed with relief at our survival, my aunt and 
her family embraced us warmly, eager to offer us comfort and 
hospitality. However, their joy turned to sorrow when Mirza 
Mohammad lala rushed in, delivering the heartbreaking news 
of Nazir Mohammad lala's passing. Witnessing my sister-in- 
law's collapse upon hearing of her husband's death, we were 
consumed by a mixture of grief and relief. 


As the somber news spread, neighbors and relatives 
gathered, offering condolences and support. Suddenly, an 
announcement blared from a nearby mosque loudspeaker, 
interrupting the solemn atmosphere. 
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Chapter 33 - The Announcement on the Loudspeaker 


“We have come to know that some Qadianis have 
arrived in our village. If anyone give them shelter, 
their houses and property will be burnt.” 


This threat was being repeated over & over, which caused 
us deep anguish and anxiety. Although our relatives implored 
us to hide in one of the rooms, we couldn't ask them to take 
the risk under their protection. If we were not safe in our own 
fortified house, how could we be safe in this house? 


| told my aunt that we must leave. Hearing this, she 
started crying, saying, "my son has died, and now my brother 
and family have to run for their life." She said, "no, you are 
staying here and if death has come to all of us, let it come." | 
begged my aunt that our staying would cause more 
destruction to them. My father and mother were also trying 
to convince her when one of my father's cousins, Sher Khan 
came. He had heard the announcement, and he knew that we 
must be in our aunt's house. When he heard father & | 
begging our aunt to let us go, he supported our case. We 
needed to leave the house before a mob attacked. Shar Khan 
told our aunt that he would take us to a safe place. Though 
we knew our lives were at risk, we did not want to imperil the 
lives of our relatives. With Sher Khan's uncle's influence, she 
let us go. We hugged each other and left without drinking a 
drop of water. It was such a desperate situation that many 
relatives were crying. My aunt asked her son, Mirza 
Mohammad, to escort us. We tried to tell him not to come 
with us, but he insisted that he not leave our side. 
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As we left our aunt's house, my uncle and cousin led us 
as | was unfamiliar with the train. The party was made up of: 


- My mother Sahibzadi Amtul Habib 

- My sister Amtul Quyyum Khan 

- Her two years old son, Bilal 

- Her four-month-old daughter, Mariam Siddigqa 
- My sister Amtul Naseer Khan 

- My sister Amtul Qudus Khan 

- My father Abdul Ghafoor Khan 

- My brother Imtiaz Ahmed Khan 

- My father’s cousin Sher Khan 

- My cousin Mirza Mohammed 


We were running in the streets when we heard a mob 
approaching us in the same street. There were 30 to 40 armed 
men in the crowd. They were chanting anti-Ahmadiyya 
slogans and loudly saying, "Death to Ahmadis and whoever 
gives them protection will be killed too!" We all stopped & my 
father told me to get ready. | knew what he meant. | gave Bilal 
to Imtiaz. | pulled both of my guns and anxiously waited for 
his following command. | didn't want to hear the order. The 
order to kill my own mother, sisters, and children if we were 
trapped. 


Then | realized that we were standing in front of the house 
of our cousin, Fateh Khan, whose wedding we had attended 
the day before. As the mob got near us, | loudly said, "Mother, 
you all go inside the house, and we will go to the Hujra (men 
courtyard)." We moved towards the house gate, and the mob 
passed us without recognizing us. We knew that they would 
find out soon that we had left our aunt's house, so they would 
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try to catch us. So, we started running, following my uncle out 
of the two. Instead of going on the dirt road, my father 
recommended going through the fields and forest. Father had 
spent his childhood in this area and was well acquainted with 
traveling off-road. We took to the fields so that even if the 
mob followed us, they would have difficulty finding us. 


It was a rocky path full of thorns. My sisters had left in 
slippers instead of shoes, making it difficult to walk. 
Sometimes thorns would pierce the soles of their slippers, but 
they continued the journey with remarkable resilience. As we 
reached almost a mile outside the village (Maini), we stopped 
and asked Mirza Mohamamd to return as his mother and 
family who needed him. He very reluctantly agreed and went 
back. 


| asked my uncle what our strategy was? He said he would 
take us to the house of one of his very dear friends, who has 
the means to protect us. This friend lived in a tribal area, 
almost 15 to 20 miles away. | replied that it would be 
impossible for anyone in this area to protect us. If our large 
family in Maini was helpless in protecting us, why would his 
friend succeed? Many people had come from the tribal area 
to attack us. Venturing into the tribal area seemed like 
madness. Eventually, someone would find out that we were 
hiding in their area. How can anyone hide 9 people in a small 
village without being detected? 


| suggested the best course of action was to somehow 
reach Punjab, as no one can_ protect us_ in 
KhyberPukhtunKhwah anymore. We quickly debated a 
couple of options. Someone suggested going to Jahangeera, 
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where we will find buses to Punjab. But this came with the 
risk of running into the miscreants traveling from afar. The 
second option was to go to Tarbela dam and get to Ghazi. 


My uncle had no idea how to get to Tarbela dam, and 
neither did |. But my father had worked in Tarbela Dam, so he 
decided that this was our best option. We could see the lights 
of the Tarbela dam from where we were, so we started 
walking in that direction. 


95 


Flames of Faith: Surviving the 1974 Ahmadi Persecution 


Chapter 34 - Our New Destination 


As we quietly ran through the fields, we could hear 
announcements from the mosque that chilled our blood. 


"The Qadianis have left the town. Follow them and kill 
them!" 


My father and | insisted that my uncle go back, as it 
was perilous to continue with us. He kept saying, "Let me stay 
with you for a little while." 


There had been several recent attempts on his life by 
a specific individual. So, my father was concerned that his 
enemy might seize the opportunity to carry out his sinister 
plans amid the chaos of the riots. My father said, 
"| know your enemy may be looking for an opportunity to 
harm you. He may use the riots as an excuse to commit this 
heinous act." 


Reluctantly, my uncle agreed to return home. He asked 
us to sit down in the field and pray together for our safety. 
We earnestly prayed to Allah for His protection. 


Uncle then turned to head back home. He had done us 
an immense favor by escorting us in such a critical situation. 


May Allah reward him abundantly. Ameen. 


Later on, we found out that followed us for some time 
to make sure we were safe. 
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Chapter 35 - Perilous Journey Up to Tarbela Dam 


As we fled, the menacing chants of the mob echoed 
behind us, a grim reminder of the perils ahead. Evading both 
our pursuers and the challenges of a perilous journey, loomed 
dauntingly before us. The terrain was treacherous, and the 
darkness added to the difficulty. 


We were crossing recently harvested wheat fields, 
where thorny weeds grew among the leftover wheat crops. 
Even under normal circumstances, navigating through these 
fields was tough, let alone in the dead of night. 


Adding to our ordeal was the ever-present threat of 
poisonous snakes lurking in the shadows. My father and | 
dragged our feet as we walked, hoping the noise would deter 
any slithering danger. Yet, our vigilance was rewarded with 
the sight of snakes slinking away into the darkness, 
heightening our anxiety. Despite our fear, we pressed on, our 
prayers a constant refrain. 


My sister Naseera, struggling to keep pace in her 
slippers, was urged forward by my pleas, the imminent 
danger of the mob propelling us forward. Her determination 
matched our own as we forged ahead. 


In the distance on our right, the glow of our family 
home consumed by flames pierced the night. The sight tore 
into our hearts. | thought about our relatives, Faiz 
Mohammad Lala and Noor Mohammad Lala, consumed by 
fire. This haunted my every step. It was a cruel reckoning that 
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our uncle Col. Ahmed Khan’s life's saving had been reduced 
to ashes, all because of our religious beliefs. 


Guided by my father's familiarity with the area, we 
pressed forward, the distant lights of Tarbela Dam offering a 
glimmer of hope amidst the darkness. Yet, the echoes of the 
rioters' chants pursued us relentlessly. 


As we approached the mountains surrounding Tarbela 
Dam, we encountered a conveyor belt used for transporting 
dirt for the dam construction. This belt was about 3-4 miles 
long, approximately 7 to 8 feet tall, and 8 feet wide. A siren 
began to wail, signaling that the belt was about to start 
moving. Once it started, it would be impossible to cross. My 
father realized that if we crossed now, our pursuers would be 
unable to follow immediately. They would have to detour 
around the belt, giving us a two-mile advantage. 


The image of a conveyer belt similar to what we encountered. 
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My father said, "The belt can start at any moment. 
Let's crawl under the lower belt.” 


| observed that there was barely a foot of space 
between the lower belt and the ground, and | was uncertain 
if | could crawl through such a small gap. So, | suggested, "It's 
better to cross between the lower belt and the rollers. We 
can use the lower belt for support while crawling over to the 
other side." 


Without waiting for a response, | took Bilal off my 
shoulder, held him in my arms, and positioned myself next to 
the belt. | kneeled forward, crawled over the lower belt, 
swung my feet around, and jumped to the other side. Bilal 
and | made it! A few seconds later, Imtiaz joined us, and we 
anxiously watched as our family prepared to make their 
move. | handed Bilal to Imtiaz and assisted my sisters one by 
one, helping them cross quickly. 


Now, only my mother and father remained on the 
other side. My mother followed my father's instruction to 
crawl under the lower belt, but she got stuck halfway through 
the tiny gap. If the belt started moving at that moment, she 
would have been crushed. | crawled from the other side, 
grabbed both her hands, and managed to free her, although 
it caused her some discomfort. 


| pleaded with my father to quickly follow our path, 
and he crawled over the lower belt and jumped to the other 
side. We all breathed a sigh of relief and thanked Allah for our 
successful crossing of this mechanical but, in this instance, 
life-saving monster. There had been known. fatalities 
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associated with this conveyor belt, and we had miraculously 
survived. 


We moved away from the belt, and within just a few 
feet, it started running again. My father said, "A/hamdullilah, 
we are now in the area reserved for the Tarbela Dam project. 
Only workers are allowed here.” 


| believed that Allah had intervened to stop the belt for 
us in response to our prayers. For the first time that night, | 
felt a glimmer of hope that we might escape the clutches of 
the rioters. The conveyor belt acted as a shield between us 
and the mob, giving us spiritual strength. We all praised Allah 
for this incredible favor and blessing that had guided us to the 
middle of the conveyor belt system, providing both safety and 
protection. It was yet another miraculous turn of events in 
our perilous journey. 
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Chapter 36 - An Interesting Resemblance 


The safe crossing of the conveyor belt wasn't merely a 
stroke of luck; it was a tangible manifestation of divine 
intervention. Not only did it significantly shorten our journey, 
but it also put a considerable distance between us and the 
rioters. 


At this pivotal moment, | must highlight a remarkable 
parallel steeped in faith - a parallel between our escape via 
the conveyor belt and the divine aid bestowed upon 
prophets. Amidst the chaos of the rioters, my father invoked 
a couplet by the Promised Messiah (peace be upon him) to 
our non-Ahmadi relatives: 


U9 O98 GES owge GES pol GES Ue 


Jee 2 Gre uy ted Voy aryl! 55 
At times |am Adam, at times Moses, at time Jacob, 


In addition, |! am Abraham; | have countless generations.’ 


In this couplet, Allah likened the Promised Messiah 
(peace be upon him) to revered prophets like Ibrahim, Musa, 
and others. Through this, my father conveyed our belief in the 
Promised Messiah's spiritual guidance and divine protection, 
akin to the safeguarding of prophets and their followers from 
adversaries. He asserted that our survival would serve as 
evidence of Ahmadiyyat's truth, while our demise would cast 
doubt upon it. 


° Hazrat Mirza Ghulam Ahmad*S, Durr-e-Samin, Page 131, March 2002, Printwell 
Press, Amritsar. 
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"Father! You should not say this," 


| interjected, grappling with the certainty of death in 
our dire circumstances. The sacrifices of Ahmadis, including 
my grandfather’s (Subedar Khushal Khan) martyrdom in 1942 
due to his Ahmadiyya affiliation, weighed heavily on my mind. 


Without a doubt, the miraculous manner in which 
Allah saved us from the clutches of the rioters serves as 
compelling evidence of the truth of Ahmadiyyat. It also 
attests to the Promised Messiah's (peace be upon him) 
likeness to Hadhrat Ibrahim (peace be upon him). 


In this couplet, the Promised Messiah (peace be upon 
him) is also referred to as Musa. Hadhrat Musa (peace be 
upon him) parted the Red Sea when it was calm, while the 
Pharaoh and his followers perished when they attempted to 
cross it during high tide. Similarly, we were in grave danger of 
falling into the hands of the enemy, akin to the followers of 
Hadhrat Musa (peace be upon him). In that critical moment, 
when we reached the conveyor belt, it lay dormant, 
resembling the tranquil sea. As soon as we crossed, it sprang 
into action, akin to the calm sea that allowed Hadhrat Musa 
(peace be upon him) and his followers to escape the pursuing 
enemy. 


Through these events, divine intervention was 


unmistakably clear, reinforcing our faith and underscoring 
the timeless truth of Ahmadiyyat amidst adversity. 
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Chapter 37 - Trials Still Ahead 


The harrowing ordeal of our escape had only 
sharpened our awareness of the Divine's guiding hand. Yet, as 
we breathed a sigh of relief, a new adversary emerged — 
thirst. The relentless sun had scorched us for hours on end, 
with temperatures soaring above 100°F, and it had been over 
ten hours since our last sip of water. Our immediate concern 
now was traversing the dry, rugged mountain ahead, devoid 
of any means to quench our parched throats. And beyond it 
lay the daunting challenge of the barbed wire fences 
encircling Tarbela Dam. 


Average Weather in June in Topi Pakistan 


Daily high temperatures are around 102°F, rarely falling 
below 93°F or exceeding 110°F. The highest daily average high 
temperature is 103°F on June 16. 


Average High and Low Temperature 
cool hot cool 


Jun 13 
110°F > 
May 7 103°F Sep 25 


Jul Aug Sep Oct Nov Dec 


2) temperature, with 25th to 75th 


corr ondu ng average perc 


This is the chart showing the average temperature of 
Topi, Pakistan. 9? June 1974 was a sweltering hot day. The 
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temperature that day was close to 100 degrees F, and it was 
almost the longest day of the year. We fought the entire day 
in the direct sun on top of our house roof, which was made of 
concrete. So, it was even hotter on the roof where we 
continuously fought for over 8 hours and since then were on 
the run for the last four hours. 


Exhaustion weighed heavily on us all, and | found 
myself rallying the group to keep moving forward. | knew that 
stopping would only make it harder to muster the strength to 
continue. Thankfully, with the rioters no longer in pursuit, my 
sisters and mother could proceed at a more manageable 
pace. 


Navigating the looming mountain ahead was a 
daunting prospect. Eventually, we spotted a dirt road winding 
upward and decided to follow its path. As we ascended, a 
glimmer caught my eye in the moonlight — what seemed like 
water. My mother reached down to touch it and moved on, 
uninterested. Curious, | too reached out, only to find it was 
mud. In my desperation, | picked up some mud and put it in 
my mouth. It did little to quench my thirst, but | was thankful 
for even those meager drops. Later, we realized that a water 
tanker had passed along the road, sprinkling water to control 
the dust. 


Another miracle unfolded as the dirt road led us to a 
path that ascended the mountain. Little did we know that 
Allah would guide us to this dirt road in the darkness of the 
night, making the steep climb much more manageable. We 
recognized it as a dirt road used by Tarbela Dam trucks and 
machinery. | encouraged my sisters to summon their courage 
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and begin the ascent. | assured them that once we reached 
the mountain's summit, we would rest, and | would attempt 
to find water. | noticed my father looking back at me, knowing 
that there was no way | could access the water source, as the 
entire area was protected by barbed wire fences. My father, 
being the security officer at Tarbela Dam, was well aware of 
what lay ahead. He questioned me: 


"How are you going to get the water? There is no way 
you can get to the river, and even if you somehow reach it, 
how will you transport the water to us?" 


| had no clear plan, but | continued to implore them to 
climb the mountain. Imtiaz and | took turns carrying Bilal on 
our shoulders. | supported two of my sisters, assisting them 
in their ascent. My father held my mother and one of my 
sisters. Thankfully, the dirt road provided considerable 
assistance, and | was in excellent physical condition at the 
time, having been accustomed to running five to ten miles 
daily. However, even with my high level of fitness, exhaustion 
began to set in. My eldest sister had given birth just four 
months prior, so her fatigue must have been overwhelming. 


Despite our extreme fatigue, there was no choice but 
to persist in our journey. As we climbed, we all yearned for a 
moment's rest, but the gravity of our situation compelled us 
to press on. Eventually, we reached the mountain's peak, 
thirst gnawing at us, yet no water source in sight. 

| instructed everyone to sit on the edge of the dirt road 
to rest, assuring them that | would return with water at this 
very spot. However, | was uncertain how | could possibly 
procure water in this arid terrain. 
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Then, as Imtiaz lay on the ground, he exclaimed, "Here 
is water." 


"How can there be water in this dry mountain?" my father 
questioned skeptically. 


Kneeling beside Imtiaz, | felt around but saw nothing. 
He guided my hand, and to my amazement, | felt water. In the 
darkness, | couldn't see it, but | could feel it — a small, 
cemented pool, approximately one foot square. Though 
stagnant and teeming with algae, it was a lifeline. We drank, 
even giving some to Siddiqa, our four-month-old, who had 
been miraculously sustained throughout our journey. 


"Where did this water come from?" my father kept 
asking, but none of us had an answer. It was a divine gift, 
saving us from certain dehydration. It was as if, in response to 
our fervent supplications, Allah had treated us in a manner 
similar to how He had provided water to Hadhrat Ismail 
(peace be upon him) in the wilderness of Mecca. 


As we prostrated in gratitude, we cried out: 
"O Allah! You are Gracious and Merciful. You have heard our 
fervent prayers and saved us from all dangers." 


The water not only refreshed us but also revitalized 
our hope and energy, reinforcing our belief that Allah would 
not abandon us, just as He had been guiding and aiding us 
through every hardship. It was the Imam of the age who had 
instilled in us unwavering faith in a living God. As Hazrat 
Musleh Maud (may Allah be pleased with him) beautifully 
expresses it: 
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a Be Jy Ube (Sas 4 9S (Sao ne 
93 9Q5Q9 Led 19) Igpduld oo al 


It converts the impossible into the possible, 
O, Philosophers! See the power of prayer.?° 


DirtRoad leading to Tarbela Dam 


The Place where we found water miraculously. 


10 Hazrat Mirza Bashir-uddin-Mahmood Ahmad, Kalam-e-Mahmood, Page 105, 
Edition: March 2002, Printwell Press, Amritsar, India. 
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Chapter 38 - Exemplary patience of the innocent 
children 


Before delving further into our journey, it's imperative 
to recognize the remarkable patience exhibited by the two 
youngest members of our group. Maryam Siddiqa, a mere 
three months old, and Bilal Ahmad, just 23 months old, 
accompanied us through this perilous ordeal. Throughout the 
journey, Imtiaz and | carried them, fully aware of the 
sensitivity of infants and toddlers to stressful situations like 
the one we were enduring. Held on our shoulders for hours, 
amidst the chaos of our escape, with no access to milk, water, 
or respite, most children would likely cry and fuss incessantly. 
However, both Maryam Siddiqa and Bilal Anmad remained 
astonishingly calm and composed throughout. It was nothing 
short of a divine blessing, another miracle bestowed upon us 
by Allah. 


Their unwavering patience amidst such_ trying 
circumstances was a testament to the resilience of innocent 
children and a source of profound gratitude for our family. It 
reaffirmed our belief that Allah was indeed watching over us, 
safeguarding even the youngest members of our group. 
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Chapter 39 - Departure for the Tarbela Dam colony 
and more apprehensions 


After a brief respite and discussion, we formulated a 
plan to reach Ghazi, a crucial step towards entering Punjab. 
Our path would lead us through Tarbela Dam, an area 
fortified with barbed wire and stringent security measures. 
Access was restricted to Tarbela Dam employees, and even 
they had limited movement within the premises. The 
entrance was heavily guarded, and given our condition, it 
seemed improbable that we would gain entry. And even if we 
did, we had no one to turn to for shelter. 


Despite the obstacles, we resolved to follow the dirt 
road leading to Tarbela Dam. One advantage was that we 
were descending the hill, which was considerably easier than 
the steep ascent. Our spirits were somewhat lifted by the 
water we had consumed earlier, which had provided some 
relief. 


As we prepared to move forward on the dirt road, a 
Land Rover wagon suddenly appeared before us, its 
floodlights illuminating our group. We hastily sought cover in 
a roadside ditch, realizing that we should have hidden behind 
the rocks if we had heard the vehicle approaching sooner. It 
was approximately 3 AM, and the presence of a diesel engine 
should have been audible in the quiet night. The Land Rover 
came to a halt, and its driver, with the headlights shining upon 
us, called out to us, assuring us that they meant no harm and 
requesting us to come out. 
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With no better options, we emerged from the ditch. | 
approached the driver's side, hoping to secure a ride to Ghazi, 
and if refused, to consider the desperate option of hijacking 
the Land Rover to reach safety. The driver inquired about our 
identity and purpose. | provided vague answers, concealing 
our Ahmadi identity, and explained that we were local 
residents facing a family tragedy and attempting to reach 
Lahore. | asked if they could drop us at Ghazi bus station, from 
where we could catch a bus to Rawalpindi and then Lahore. 


However, the driver, seemingly hesitant, declined to 
assist us, stating that they were not permitted to do so. 
Recognizing an officer sitting on the other side, | approached 
him and addressed him in English. The officer was taken 
aback by my proficiency in English. | pleaded with him to help 
us reach Ghazi, and after some reluctance, he responded that 
Ghazi was outside their jurisdiction but offered to drop us at 
the Right Bank Colony. 


We gladly accepted this offer, as the Right Bank Colony 
was known to me, and a family friend, Haji Ghazi Muhammad 
Ullah was an executive engineer at Tarbela Dam and was also 
in charge of the Right Bank colony. He was a very close friend 
of our family, and his eldest son was a dear friend of mine. So, 
| was the only one who knew where their house was in the 
colony. The officer instructed us to board the Land Rover, 
sparing us a very long walk & the ordeal of having to pass 
through the entrance gate. 


We climbed into the vehicle's back, and it reversed to 
the entrance of the Right Bank colony. The driver halted the 
Land Rover behind the main entrance, where floodlights 
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illuminated the area. | opened the vehicle's back gate, 
intending to find out what was happening. As | disembarked, 
my chaadar slipped, revealing both of my guns in my hands. 
The driver panicked upon seeing the weapons and started 


shouting, attracting the attention of the police stationed at 
the gate. 


a pathan on left wearing winter chaadar and turban, right summer chaadar 
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The police quickly reached me and apprehended me, and it was 
then that they noticed my clothing, drenched from head to toe in blood. 
The situation escalated, and the driver became increasingly agitated. 
They questioned whether we had kidnapped the women with us. | 
explained that they were my parents and siblings, and then they asked if 
we were Ahmadis. Confirming our Ahmadiyya identity, | recounted the 
burning of our house and our flight for survival. 


However, when | mentioned our intention to visit Haji 
Ghazi sahib, the officers' demeanor changed. They expressed 
surprise and inquired about our connection with him. | 
revealed that he was a family friend and that we were seeking 
his assistance. The officers instructed us to remain calm and 
ordered us to proceed with them to Haji Ghazi's house. 


Guided by my assurance that | could lead them to Haji 
Ghazi's residence, two officers accompanied me while others 
surrounded our group. | assured them of my knowledge of 
Haji Ghazi's house. As we walked, my confusion became 
apparent, as exhaustion and fatigue had taken their toll. | 
made several mistakes in finding the way, which raised 
suspicion among the officers. 


Nonetheless, we eventually reached Haji Ghazi's 
house. To our astonishment, two police officers were already 
stationed at the gate, which | had never seen before. The two 
policemen got nervous as we approached, asking us to stop. 
| introduced myself, and the officers that escorted us 
explained that we wished to meet Haji Ghazi. 


One of the policemen rang the doorbell, but Haji sahib did not 
come to the front door. Instead, he asked the police “what is 
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the matter?” | shouted to Haji sahib, identifying myself as 
Ajaz. He started screaming, asking if | was alive. | confirmed 
that | was and mentioned that my parents were here too. He 
was overjoyed and rushed out to greet us, embracing me, my 
father, and Imtiaz. He assured the police that we were a 
family he knew well and invited us inside. 


As we entered Haji Ghazi's home, he told me my aunt was 
here. | thought he was referring to his wife, as | called her 
“auntie”. To my surprise, my mother's youngest sister and 
her children rushed toward us, along with two other cousins 
from my mother's other sisters. We were shocked to see 
them there and hugged each other tightly. Tears streamed 
down their faces as they recounted the circumstances that 
had led them to this reunion. 


Haji sahib, who had been reading a police report stating that 
Subedar Ghafoor Khan and all the men had been killed while 
the women and children had committed suicide, was 
overwhelmed with emotion upon seeing us. It was 
approximately 4 AM at this point. My uncle, the head 
draftsman at Tarbela Dam, had taken refuge with another 
non-Ahmadi family in a different colony within Tarbela Dam. 


Haji sahib listened attentively to our miraculous escape story 
and expressed his frustration with the government's inaction 
and the fanaticism of some Muslims. Our first request, given 
our extreme thirst, was for water, and we were promptly 
provided with jugs of it. We drank greedily, emptying two 
buckets of water. Haji sahib asked his wife to prepare tea for 
us, Haji sahib's wife, however, informed him that they had 
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exhausted their water supply, as it was provided on a 
regulated schedule within the colony. 


We were then urged to rest, with plans for breakfast in the 
morning. The reunion with family friends, access to water, 
and a safe shelter provided a glimmer of hope amidst our 
challenging journey. 
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Chapter 40 — The Next Leg of Our Journey 


Given the perilous situation in Khyber Pakhtunkhwa, it 
was evident that remaining in the province posed a significant 
risk to our safety. With the looming threat of the rioters 
discovering our whereabouts and potentially pursuing us, we 
concluded that relocating to Chunian in Punjab was our best 
course of action. Fortunately, my uncle, Col. Ahmed Khan, 
was stationed there, offering the prospect of refuge within 
the secure confines of a military colony. 


Expressing our concerns to Haji Sahib, our gracious 
host, he insisted that we could stay at his house. However, 
mindful of the potential danger our presence might pose to 
him and his family, we declined his offer. 


"Thank you, Haji Sahib, but we cannot put you and your 
family in danger," | explained earnestly. 


"Where will you go?" Haji Sahib inquired; concern 
etched on his face. 


"We would like to go to Chunian, where my uncle Col. 
Ahmed Khan is serving in the army," | replied. "We need your 
help to get us to Ghazi as we cannot go there without 
authorized vehicles." 


"That is not a problem. | will arrange for vehicles that 


will take you directly to Ghazi," Haji Sahib assured us, his voice 
firm with resolve. 
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| also suggested that my aunt's family join us, as their 
safety was equally compromised. After some discussion, we 
all concurred with the plan. Haji sahib then advised us to 
change out of our blood-stained clothes into fresh attire. He 
further requested that we leave our firearms with him, as 
they could potentially cause more problems during our 
journey. We agreed to his counsel and handed over both my 
revolvers, my father's sten gun, and all the accompanying 
ammunition. 


| requested that we pick up my uncle, Sahibzada Khalil 
Ur Rehman, to join us on our way to Chunian. 
"Haji Sahib, could we pick up our uncle, Sahibzada Khalil Ur 
Rehman, to accompany us to Chunian?" | asked. 


"Of course, let's make sure he's with you," Haji Sahib agreed, 
understanding the importance of family unity in such 
troubled times. 


Haji sahib arranged for two Land Rover vehicles to 
transport us to Ghazi. As we prepared to depart, he 
generously provided us with funds for our travel expenses, 
easing our financial concerns. My father hesitated to accept 
the money, but Haji sahib insisted and handed it to my aunt. 
This gesture would later prove to be a providential gift. 


With heartfelt farewells and prayers, we bid farewell 
to Haji Sahib, who emphasized the importance of our well- 
being to the drivers entrusted with our transport. Their 
solemn assurances to safeguard our family members 
underscored the gravity of the situation as we embarked on 
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our journey to Ghazi, grateful for the refuge and support 
provided by our benefactor. 


Our society may have its flaws, but there exist 
individuals who embody true piety and selflessness. May 
Allah reward Haji sahib and his family abundantly for their 
timely and altruistic assistance. 


On our journey to Ghazi, we made a brief stop at Sobra 
colony to pick up my uncle. When we arrived at their 
doorstep, we knocked, and the homeowner cautiously 
inquired about our identity through a side window. Upon 
realizing it was us, he emerged, and my uncle was astonished 
and relieved to see his wife and children with us. We 
informed him that he needed to accompany us to Chunian for 
safety reasons, and he swiftly gathered his belongings to join 
our group. 


Upon reaching Ghazi's bus station, just after dawn, we 
spotted a station wagon awaiting passengers. | approached 
the driver and negotiated a fixed fare for all seventeen of us 
to travel to Rawal Pindi GTS bus station. 

Here is a breakdown of our group: 


Our Family: 

Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan - 52 years 
Sahibzadi Amtul Habib Khan - 44 years 
Amtul Qayum Khan - 24 years 

Amtul Naseer Khan - 23 years 

Ajaz Ahmed Khan - 21 years 

Amtul Qudus Khan - 18 years 

Imtiaz Anmed Khan - 14 years 
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Bilal Ahmed Khan - 23 months 

Maryum Siddiga Khan - 3 months 

My Aunt's Family: 

Sahibzada Khalil Ur Rehman - 46 years 
Sahibzadi Amtul Naeem - 36 years 
Sahibzadi Amtul Fahim - 16 years 
Sahibzada Shakeel Ur Rehman - 13 years 
Sahibzada Aqeel Ur Rehman - 10 years 
Sahibzada Sohail Ur Rehman - 6 years 
My Aunt Sahibzadi Amtul Hai's Children: 
Sahibzada Zia Ur Rehman - 14 years 
Sahibzada Matee Ur Reham - 10 years 


As we set off, the driver began playing music, but upon 
our request, he promptly turned it off. He was pleased to 
have the highest number of passengers he had ever carried 
at such an early hour. Consequently, we reached Rawal Pindi 
GTS station in about an hour and a half, covering 
approximately 100 kilometers much faster than a bus would 
have allowed. 


At the bus station | purchased a milk bottle and milk 
for Bilal and Siddiqa. This was the first milk they had had in 
almost 12 hours, and despite the journey, they had not cried 
for it, another blessing from Allah. | asked everyone if they 
wanted tea or food before we continued, but they all 
declined. We proceeded to board the next available bus 
bound for Lahore, which was around 350 kilometers away. 
The six-hour journey to Lahore was filled with somber 
moments, with our hearts heavy and our appetites 
nonexistent. 
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Upon arriving at Lahore's bus station, my uncle 
convinced everyone to have lunch, as we had not eaten for 
nearly 24 hours. We entered a restaurant, but our emotions 
overwhelmed us, and we found ourselves unable to eat. 
Instead, we kept requesting water from the servers, who 
were astonished at our insatiable thirst. However, the 
children did manage to eat something. 
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Chapter 41 - Arrival in Chunian 


Following this brief respite, we caught the next bus to 
Chunian, approximately 100 kilometers away. The two-and- 
a-half-hour journey was marked by unrelenting thirst, 
especially among the children, who repeatedly asked for 
water. 


| assured them that we would soon be home in 
Chunian and have access to water. | had visited my uncle Col. 
Ahmed Khan in Chunian previously, so | directed the driver to 
stop near the Chunian cantonment at the Okara Road 
junction. 

Throughout the journey, any sudden noise or bump 
made us jump, thinking it was an explosion. When we got off, 
we had to walk about half a mile to reach our uncle’s house 
in the cantonment, which was surrounded by barbed wire. As 
we walked, we saw the Commandant's house on our left. 
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We saw my cousins in the front yard of their house. 
They screamed to inform the family of our arrival. My uncle, 
aunt, and their entire family came out. Seeing them, we all 
broke down. They walked alongside us on the other side of 
the barbed wire fence, consoling us and assuring us that we 
were safe. We dreaded breaking the news to them about 
fleeing Topi, the destruction of their house, and the 
martyrdom of Faiz Mohammad Lala and Nazir Mohammad. 
When we reached the gate of the colony, my uncle hugged 
me, assuring me everything was okay. | tried to explain what 
had happened, but he urged us to go to his house first. We all 
hugged each other, and my cousins, though crying, held us 
and led us to their house. 


Entering their home, my father was overcome with 
emotion, prostrating and fervently praying for another 
miracle, pleading for Faiz Mohammad's survival. My uncle 
and | lifted him up, guiding him inside as he continued his 
impassioned supplications. 


"O Allah, You have shown miracle after miracle," he implored. 
"l want You to show another miracle that Faiz Mohammad is 
alive." 


He continued praying loudly, and we were all in tears. 
| was convinced that Faiz Mohammad had been martyred, as 
| had taken care of him after he was shot. | kept telling my 
father that we had left him for dead. Seeing our condition, my 
uncle called an army doctor to see us. My uncle and his family 
were trying to make us comfortable, but all we wanted was 
water. We drank a lot of water and gradually started 
recounting the events in Topi. They informed us that one of 
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our maternal uncles had already told them about the 
situation. My uncle and his wife had been preparing to leave 
for Topi to help us, and we were relieved to have arrived 
before they had gone, as it would have been very dangerous 
for them. 


The doctors arrived and kindly treated our injuries. 
They suggested sedating us so we could sleep, and my uncle 
agreed. We were sitting in the living room when the phone 
rang. My uncle answered and started talking to someone. | 
overheard him describing our situation and asked who it was. 
He said it was Mirza Tahir Ahmad from Rabwah. My uncle had 
never met him before. | asked to speak to him, and my uncle 
handed me the phone. | said, "As-salamu alaykum, Mian 
Sahib. This is Ajaz." He exclaimed, "Are you alive?" | replied, 
"Yes, Mian Sahib, | am alive, and all my family is alive except 
my brother-in-law, Faiz Mohammad, who has_ been 
martyred." Mian Sahib asked again, "Ajaz, tell me the truth! 
Is your father alive?" | said, "Yes, Mian Sahib, my father is 
here, but he is exhausted and being treated by doctors, so he 
can't talk right now." Mian Sahib asked if he could inform 
Huzur that we were alive. | agreed. He said, "| am in Lahore 
right now. | will leave for Rabwah immediately to give this 
good news to Huzur (Hazrat Khalifatul Masih Ill)." We 
exchanged greetings and hung up. | told my father that it was 
Hazrat Mirza Tahir Ahmad (who later became Khalifatul 
Masih IV) inquiring about our safety. After that, | don't 
remember much as the doctors had sedated us all. 


Sometime during the night, | woke up to find my uncle 
and aunt sitting by my bed, crying. When they realized | was 
awake, they reassured me, telling me not to worry and to go 
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back to sleep. | can never forget that moment. Due to the 
sedation, | quickly fell asleep again. The next day, | felt 
excruciating pain in my palm. When my uncle checked, he 
called the doctors. They discovered that | had grenade 
splinters in my palm. The doctors removed the splinters, and 
| was put on bed rest for almost a week with my legs elevated 
to heal. They were shocked that | had traveled so far with the 
splinters without feeling any pain. It was a sheer blessing from 
Allah that | hadn't felt injured. 


A day or two later, my father received a message from 
Hazrat Khalifatul Masih IIl asking us to come to Rabwah. Due 
to my injury, | couldn't go. My father, my uncle Khalil Ur 
Rehman, Basharat Lala, Nisar Lala, and Imtiaz went to 
Rabwah. Huzur gave them a special audience, and they 
recounted the episode in detail. At one point, Huzur asked my 
father who had shot the six people at the gate. My father was 
shocked, as only he and | knew about it. He asked Huzur how 
he knew. Huzur repeated the question, and my father 
admitted that it was me. We never found out how Huzur 
knew something so specific. | have always believed that Allah 
revealed it to him through a vision. Only Allah knows. 
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Chapter 42 - The Remarkable Night of June 9th, 1974 


Before | delve into the unfolding events, it is essential 
to pause and reflect upon the extraordinary night that has left 
an indelible mark on our lives. June 9th, 1974, was a night like 
no other, seemingly elongated by the divine hand, even 
though the laws of nature remained unchanged. It was a night 
that etched itself into our memory, one we can never forget. 


On this fateful night, it felt as though Allah Himself had 
stretched the hours, extending the night to accommodate the 
extraordinary circumstances we found ourselves in. As we left 
our home behind, we had narrowly survived a harrowing 
attack by a mob of thousands, driven by a malevolent intent 
to assault and obliterate us. Fleeing to Maini had provided no 
respite, and we were compelled to escape once again. With 
no provisions to sustain us, we embarked on a treacherous 
journey through fields and hilly terrain, covering a distance of 
approximately 10-15 miles under the shroud of darkness to 
reach the Tarbela Dam Colony. Carrying our young children, 
we navigated thorny paths and rugged landscapes, all the 
while acutely aware of the perils that surrounded us. 


Yet, by the sheer grace of Allah, we arrived at our 
destination shortly before dawn. None of us could 
comprehend how we had managed to traverse this 
considerable distance in a single night. It was as if Allah had 
removed every obstacle and hardship from our path, making 
the seemingly impossible journey not only possible but also 
safe. 
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It was a night when the very fabric of time seemed to 
yield to the will of the Almighty. Allah had granted us the 
cover of darkness, shielding us from those who sought to 
harm us. As we reflected on this miraculous journey, our 
hearts resounded with gratitude, and our lips uttered praises: 


"Alhamdullilah. Allahu Akbar. God is the greatest." 

This remarkable night was a testament to our 
unwavering faith and the divine protection that enveloped us. 
It was a night when the ordinary was transformed into the 
extraordinary, reminding us of the boundless mercy and 


power of Allah. 


But our troubles were not over... 
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Chapter 43 - Divine help amidst worries 


Despite our newfound safety, we couldn't shake off 
the deep worries that still gripped our hearts. One person in 
particular weighed heavily on our minds—my eldest brother, 
Sher Ali Basharat. He was employed at the Shehtaj Sugar Mill 
in Mandi Bahauddin, which was owned by a well-known 
Ahmadi businessman, Chaudhry Shahnawaz. Given the 
deteriorating situation in Topi, my father had sent a telegram 
to Basharat Lala, urging him to come to our aid. As we 
embarked on our journey towards Chunian, a gnawing fear 
haunted us: what if he had come to Topi, only to meet a tragic 
fate at the hands of the rioters? Throughout our journey, our 
prayers were filled with pleas for his safety. 


Upon our arrival in Chunian, we desperately tried to 
contact Basharat Lala via phone in Mandi Bahauddin. 
However, the telecommunications system in Pakistan during 
those times was unreliable, and our attempts were in vain. 
This only heightened our anxiety, and our prayers for his well- 
being became even more fervent. 


"Oh, Lord! Protect Basharat and keep him safe.” 


Then, on June 11th, around noon, a shout rang 
through the air: 


"Basharat Lala has arrived!” 


We rushed to see for ourselves, and to our 
amazement, there stood Basharat Lala, accompanied by Nisar 
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Lala and Hakim Lala. It was a moment of sheer relief and 
gratitude. They had journeyed to Chunian instead of Topi, and 
their safe arrival was a testament to Allah's answer to our 
heartfelt prayers. 


My brother recounted to us how, upon receiving the 
telegram summoning him to Topi, he sought counsel from his 
General Manager, Anwar Ahmad Kahloon, also an Ahmadi. 
Acting on his advice for safety, Basharat Lala opted for an 
unconventional route. Instead of boarding the Chanaab 
Express directly from Mandi Bahauddin to Jahangeera, the 
nearest station to Topi, he embarked on a journey to Lala 
Musa to catch the Khyber Mail train bound for Jahangeera, 
thus avoiding detection of his departure from Mandi 
Bahauddin. 


Upon reaching Lala Musa, he discovered that the train 
was running four hours behind schedule. This delay prompted 
him to consider catching a bus for Rawalpindi instead. As he 
prepared to leave the station, his attention was drawn to a 
Pashtun individual, a known opponent of Ahmadiyyat, who 
had caused trouble for Ahmadis at the sugar mill where my 
brother worked. Concerned that the man might pose a threat, 
Basharat Lala remained vigilant. Suddenly, he heard someone 
speaking Pashto, indicating recognition of him. Reacting 
swiftly, my brother turned, ready to defend himself, only to 
be astonished to find Abdul Hakim and Nisar Mohammad Lala 
standing there. 


Curious as to why they were in Lala Musa, my brother 
inquired. Hakim revealed that they had come to visit him in 
Mandi Bahauddin. Surprised, my brother explained his 
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intention to travel to Topi. It was then that Hakim delivered 
the devastating news of the mob attack on Ahmadis in Topi 
and Khushal Abad, resulting in numerous casualties and 
widespread destruction of property. 


Anxious for news of our family's fate, Basharat Lala 
asked if there were any survivors. They informed him that, to 
their knowledge, our father and | had managed to escape, but 
they had no information beyond that. Regarding the women, 
they knew that our mother and sisters were alive, but their 
whereabouts remained unknown. 


Upon learning of this tragic turn of events and the 
perilous situation in Topi, Basharat Lala decided to proceed to 
Chunian, where our uncle Col. Anmed Khan was stationed, to 
inform him of the circumstances. 


Meanwhile, he resolved to return to Mandi Bahauddin 
to gather his belongings and secure funds for unforeseen 
circumstances. 


When my brother questioned why they had come to 
Lala Musa, Nisar Mohammad Khan and Abdul Hakim revealed 
their intent to reach him and convey the situation in Topi, 
persuading him to refrain from going there. Their journey to 
Mandi Bahauddin via Lala Musa, instead of Gujrat, was a 
fortuitous intervention guided by the will of Allah, 
orchestrating their meeting in the darkness of the night. 


"Allahu Akbar," we exclaimed, overwhelmed by the 
miraculous unfolding of events. 
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Our worries didn't end there. The fate of my brother- 
in-law, Faiz Mohammad Khan, weighed heavily on our hearts. 
How would our sister and her children cope without him? The 
thought of them living without their beloved husband and 
father was a painful one. When we left our house on that 
fateful night of June 9th, Faiz Mohammad Khan_ lay 
unconscious, unable to rise or walk. | was the last to see him 
before we left, and my heart ached at the thought of leaving 
him behind. | kissed his forehead and bid him farewell, though 
he was unconscious and unaware of our departure. Faiz 
Mohammad Khan was not just a brother-in-law; he had lived 
with our family since childhood, having lost his mother at a 
young age. To us, he was more than family; he was a beloved 
brother. 


While we held onto the hope that Allah's mercy would 


guide us through the trials and tribulations that lay ahead, | 
couldn’t stop thinking about leaving Faiz behind. 
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Chapter 44 - Allah's Miraculous Saving Grace 


As Imtiaz made his escape from our home, his eyes fell 
upon a figure limping through the fields just outside our 
house. His intuition told him that it could be none other than 
Faiz Mohammad Lala, identifiable by his stature and attire. 
Imtiaz, however, could not approach the unidentified figure, 
for the area was still fraught with danger. After all, Imtiaz 
was just a 14-year-old boy, and the stress of the situation 
could easily play tricks on one's mind. It seemed surreal. 


Yet, when we inquired about Faiz Mohammad Khan to 
Nisar Muhammad Khan and Abdul Hakim, their response 
shattered our hearts. Their tears flowed freely as Abdul 
Hakim delivered the devastating news—the miscreants had 
cruelly severed Faiz Mohammad Khan's head from his body. 
It was a moment of anguish beyond words. My sister, Amatul 
Qayyum, already burdened by the weight of sorrow, found 
the strength to speak: 


"Do not despair. Faiz Muhammad has laid down his life in the 
cause of Allah. His sacrifice shall not be in vain. We shall 
exercise patience." 


With these words, she fainted, and we summoned a 
doctor immediately. Administering glucose, the doctor 
managed to revive her. 


Then came a glimmer of hope, as Basharat Lala shared 
an account that Hakim had heard from a family friend. 
According to this witness, Faiz Mohammad Khan had been 
seen alive outside our house. It was reported that someone 
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had aimed a shotgun at his head and pulled the trigger, but 
miraculously, the gun misfired. In that critical moment, a 
police officer arrived on the scene and inquired about the 
situation. The witness identified Faiz Mohammad Khan, 
describing him as a staunch Qadiani. Upon hearing this, the 
officer arrested the would-be assailant and confiscated the 
weapon. This was the only arrest made by the police amidst 
the barbaric attack. 


However, conflicting reports persisted. Nisar 
Mohammad recounted that his father had informed him of 
seeing a headless body within the bungalow, which he 
suspected could be Faiz Mohammad Khan. 


In this atmosphere of uncertainty and conflicting 
narratives, my father's heart turned towards prayer. He 
believed firmly in the power of Allah to answer prayers, 
especially in times of hardship and calamity. And so, with 
heartfelt passion, he raised his hands in fervent prayer: 


"O Gracious and Merciful Allah! Your power knows no bounds. 
You can bring the dead back to life with a mere command. ‘Be, 
and it is' is Your unique capability. We, Your humble servants, 
are overwhelmed by grief and sorrow. Hear our desperate 
cries and manifest Your attribute of reviving the dead by 
keeping Faiz Mohammad alive. Remove our tribulations, for 
You have dominion over all things. O Allah! You can transform 
the impossible into the possible. 


(ysis BGlg 4285 BU) 


(Thee alone do we worship, and Thee alone do we implore for help.)" 
(The Holy Qur’an, Al-Fatihah, verse:5) 
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With deep sincerity, we all echoed the word "Ameen" 
at the conclusion of this heartfelt prayer. My father had 
recited it aloud, and the entire family was present as 
witnesses. Given the conflicting accounts surrounding Faiz 
Mohammad Khan, we deemed it wise to dispatch a search 
party to Topi for concrete information. Nisar Mohammad 
Khan and Abdul Hakim, accompanied by my uncle's driver, 
were chosen for this mission. My uncle, Colonel Ahmed Khan, 
provided them with an official letter authorizing the handover 
of Faiz Mohammad Khan. 


Their journey began with attempts to gather 
information about Faiz Mohammad Khan at Topi and the 
surrounding area's hospitals. However, upon their arrival, 
they found the hospital wards filled to capacity with injured 
individuals. Despite their best efforts, Faiz Mohammad Khan 
was nowhere to be found among the wounded. 


They then decided to visit Shakrai Khushalabad, to 
consult with Nisar Mohammad Khan's father. My uncle, Sher 
Khan, made it clear that the headless body they had 
encountered was not Faiz Mohammad Khan’s. 


Their next step was to interview the individual who 
claimed to have seen Faiz Mohammad Khan. This person 
provided crucial information about the police officer, the 
Assistant Commissioner, who had taken Faiz Mohammad 
Khan into custody. They sought out the officer and presented 
him with the letter from Colonel Ahmed Khan. After 
verification, the officer confirmed that Faiz Mohammad Khan 
had been alive when he transported him to Tarbela Dam 
Hospital. 
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With this new lead, they proceeded to the hospital and 
were relieved to find Faiz Mohammad Khan's name listed on 
the patient's chart. The hospital staff informed them that Faiz 
Mohammad Khan had been admitted with injuries and 
subsequently discharged. It was revealed that some hospital 
personnel had discovered his Ahmadiyya identity and 
harbored ill intentions. To protect him, Faiz Mohammad Khan 
had been moved to different rooms during his stay. 


Hakim Lala called us with both good and concerning 
news—Faiz Mohammad Khan was indeed alive, but his 
whereabouts remained unknown since his departure from 
the hospital. 


Uncle Sahibzada Abdul Rashid, my mother's elder 
brother, corroborated the information, confirming that Faiz 
Mohammad Khan had been sent to Tarbela Dam Colony 
Hospital in an injured state. His confirmation came after 
speaking with the Assistant Commissioner of Swabi. 


However, the question of Faiz Mohammad Khan's 
current location continued to gnaw at us. We feared that, 
once again, miscreants might target him upon discovering his 
Ahmadiyya faith. Moreover, he likely had no money with him, 
making survival in such conditions seem insurmountable. 


We spent an anxious night waiting for a phone call 
from Nisar Lala and Hakim Lala. The following morning, our 
collective apprehension was palpable, and no one had the 
heart to partake in breakfast. We were all eagerly anticipating 
any new information. These apprehensions prompted us 
once more to turn to Allah in supplication. 
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And then, as if by divine intervention, the news we had 
yearned to hear arrived - a shout rang out, "Faiz Mohammad 
Lala has arrived!" everyone rushed outside, where the 
gatekeeper of my uncle's army unit was holding Faiz 
Mohammad Lala. Upon verifying his identity, the gatekeeper 
released him. Faiz Mohammad collapsed, and our family 
carried him to my uncle's bedroom, laying him down gently. 
The sight of him alive left all in stunned disbelief. When Faiz 
Mohammad began to regain consciousness, he appeared 
disoriented and unable to communicate, his jaw injured. 


In the adjacent building, my cousins and | were still 
asleep when we heard the cry that Faiz Mohammad Lala had 
returned. Without hesitation, we raced barefoot towards the 
house. My cousin Naheed exclaimed, "Lala is in Abba Jaan's 
bedroom," as we entered. 


Upon entering my uncle's bedroom, | caught sight of Faiz 
Mohammad Lala lying in my uncle's bed, and my emotions 
overwhelmed me. | ran to him, tears streaming down my face, 
and fell over him, sobbing uncontrollably. Basharat Lala 
gently lifted me away, reminding me of Faiz Mohammad 
Lala's severe injuries. Faiz Mohammad was looking around, 
attempting to communicate but unable to speak due to his 
injured jaw. 

My mother sensed his confusion, realizing that he was 
searching for the missing family members. She proceeded to 
bring each one who had been in Topi, presenting them one 
by one to Faiz Mohammad. This appeared to bring him some 
comfort. 
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Later that day, Hakim Lala, Nisar Mohammad Khan 
Lala, and the driver returned, overjoyed to discover that Faiz 
Mohammad Lala had returned safely. 
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Chapter 45 - Faiz Mohammad Khan’s story in his own 
words 


| can't recall the moment | was shot. 


The deafening explosion, likely from a grenade, thrust 
me back into consciousness within the bungalow's fiery 
embrace. Flames licked at the walls, their heat oppressive as 
| struggled to orient myself. Through the haze, the bathroom 
door beckoned, a refuge in the chaos. Crawling toward it, | 
gulped down water, my throat parched from the inferno's 
smoke. Emerging into the courtyard through the bathroom's 
back door, weakness overcame me, and | collapsed, spent. 


Inthe turmoil, looters scurried past, their eyes fixed on 
stolen goods, oblivious to my presence. Summoning every 
ounce of strength, | sought shelter in the hujra, it’s cool walls 
a brief respite from the carnage. 


Dragging myself to the fields, exhaustion consumed 
me, and | succumbed to its embrace. It was then, amidst the 
darkness, that | heard whispers of my name—Faiz 
Mohammad Khan, the steadfast Qadiani. As hands lifted me, 
| caught sight of a military cap, a beacon of hope amidst the 
chaos. Beyond that moment, my memory fades into oblivion. 


When consciousness returned, | found myself in a 
sterile white room, disoriented and dazed. For a fleeting 
moment, | wondered if | had transcended to paradise, only 
for reality to intrude with the arrival of a cleaner. You are in 
Tarbela Dam Colony Hospital, she said - | had sought refuge 
in its sterile halls. 
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Anonymous at first, my identity soon became a target 
for persecution. Denied sustenance and solace, | grappled 
with the anguish of uncertainty regarding my loved ones' 
fates. 


Forcefully discharged from the hospital's care without 
much care, | ventured to a nearby police station, desperate 
for answers. Fragmented truths emerged: Sahibzada Abdul 
Hamid’s family, it was claimed, had fled to Peshawar. Subedar 
Abdul Ghafoor Khan Sahib's fate remained shrouded in 
mystery, a testament to the chaos that had engulfed us. The 
police also cautioned me about going to Topi, as the situation 
was still perilous for Ahmadi’s. 


In desperation, | sought refuge with an Ahmadi 
acquaintance named Akhtar, who lived nearby. As | reached 
his dwelling, his wife recoiled in fear, urging me to leave and 
not bring trouble. Disheartened, | nodded and retreated into 
the bushes, determined to persevere for my loved ones. 
Akhtar Sahib returned, startled by my condition when he saw 
me. | inquired about Subedar Sahib, to which he relayed that 
Subedar Sahib and one of his sons were alive, but sadly, his 
son-in-law had been killed. It struck me then that my family 
had left, believing me to be dead. | told Akhtar sahib, | am his 
son in law, he was surprised and happy to see me alive. 
Despite Akhtar Sahib's offer of food, | couldn't eat due to the 
injury in my jaw and the overwhelming grief | felt. 


Determined to reach out to my uncle, Col. Ahmad 
Khan, in Chunian, | set out on the journey. Before departing, 
Akhtar Sahib helped me inquire about my family members 
among the Ahmadis, but no one had any information. 
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Eventually, he accompanied me to Ghazi, where luck granted 
me a ride in an empty wagon to Rawalpindi. The driver, 
perceiving me as ill, suggested | lie down in the back seat. 
From there, | caught a bus to Lahore. 


Arriving in Lahore after an overnight journey, | was 
consumed by grief and anxiety, feeling neither thirst nor 
hunger. Despite my condition, | pressed on towards Chunian, 
my mind plagued by fearful thoughts. Remarkably, | managed 
to reach the gate of the army cantonment, though severe 
exhaustion caused me to collapse. When questioned by the 
guards, | couldn't muster the strength to respond verbally. 
Instead, | silently implored: 


"O, Lord! You have the power to do all things. | have 
sacrificed everything for your sake. Accept these sacrifices and 
reunite me with my wife and children." 


The guards, aware that Col. Ahmed Khan's family had 
sought refuge there, brought me to his bungalow. 
Miraculously, within moments, | saw my loved ones 
approaching. All praise be to Allah! 


Faiz Mohammad Khan further narrated that as the 
realization that almost all of his family had survived left him 
utterly shocked. 


Note that the cruelty of the times was starkly evident 
in hospital's treatment of Faiz Muhammad Khan once they 
discovered his Ahmadiyya affiliation. Instead of providing him 
with the care he urgently needed, they callously discharged 
him. The fact that the doctor belonged to Jamaat-e-Islami, 
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known for its vehement opposition to the Jamaat, only adds 
another layer of injustice to this appalling situation. 


We take great pride in the unwavering fortitude 
displayed by my sister, Amtaul Qayyum, the wife of Faiz 
Mohammad Khan lala, during the tumultuous period when 
conflicting reports about her husband's survival were 
received. Never did she falter in patience, exhibiting 
remarkable courage and steadfastness. This serves as a clear 
sign that 


"Allah is with those who exercise patience." 
(The Holy Qur’an, Al-Baqarah, verse:154) 


While the patience shown by the adults was 
commendable, the resilience displayed by her baby, Maryam 
Siddiqa, barely three months old at the time, was truly 
remarkable. On the fateful night of June 9th, as | carried her 
in my arms, she remained quiet despite the thirst and hunger 
she must have felt. Typically, babies cry uncontrollably under 
such circumstances, posing numerous challenges for us as we 
clandestinely fled our village. 


Due to my sister's dried-up breast milk, the baby's 
eyesight was affected, leading her to rely on a walking stick 
later in life. However, it was through God's immense grace 
and mercy that He preserved her life even in those perilous 
conditions. She went on to pursue her studies in Germany 
and, in 2010, successfully passed the juridical examination. 
Despite her visual impairment, her survival and educational 
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achievements stand as a testament to Allah's blessings. All 
praise be to Allah. 
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Chapter 46 - Signs of Allah 

When a grenade exploded next to me, my cousin Noor 
Mohammad was immediately injured. Unbeknownst to me at 
the time, | was also hurt, with shrapnel embedded in the soles 
of my feet. | only discovered this two days later when we 
arrived at my uncle’s house in Chunian. Astonishingly, | had 
walked over twenty miles without feeling any pain. Upon our 
arrival in Chunian after 24 hours of fleeing, | finally 
experienced excruciating pain. Doctors examined me and 
found numerous pieces of shrapnel lodged in my feet, 
requiring immediate surgery to remove them. Following the 
operation, | had to keep my feet elevated for over a week to 
heal. It was truly a blessing from Allah that, despite the long 
and arduous journey, | felt no pain while we were escaping. 


Before June 9, 1974, | often pondered the Hijrat 
(migration) of our beloved Holy Prophet Muhammad Mustafa 
(SAW). | imagined that something extraordinary must have 
occurred. How could his enemies, armed with swords and 
waiting at his doorstep, fail to see him as he walked out? The 
Prophet asked Hazrat Ali to lie down in his place, then left his 
house unharmed. | thought perhaps the historians had 
exaggerated the account or that the enemies had fallen 
asleep, allowing the Prophet to escape quietly. This mystery 
always troubled me, and | was never fully convinced that the 
events happened exactly as narrated. 


On June 9, 1974, Allah answered my question in a clear 
and personal way, making me feel ashamed forever doubting 
the miraculous journey of our Holy Prophet (SAW). When we 
were trapped inside our house, | was certain we were going 
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to die. Late in the evening, my father decided to confront the 
rioters by opening the gates of the house. He asked me to 
open both gates, which meant the rioters trying to break in 
would rush inside, and we would fight to the death. | opened 
both gates with my own hands, and to my utmost surprise, no 
one dared to enter. 


According to police reports, there were more than 
25,000 armed rioters surrounding our house. As we waited 
and no one entered, my father decided to fight them outside 
the house. He told us he would go first, then Ajaz would join, 
followed by Imtiaz. As he stepped outside and started firing 
at the rioters, | joined him, shooting at them. At that moment, 
something changed within me. Knowing | could die at any 
moment, | resolved to take down as many of them as | could 
before they killed me. | approached the nearest rioter and 
shot him, then shot the next five, one by one, at close range. 
Remarkably, no one attacked or tried to stop me. As my 
father charged into the sea of rioters, they not only did not 
touch him but actually opened a cordon, creating a corridor 
for him. He started running through that corridor, and no one 
tried to catch or shoot him. | followed my father, and 
eventually, both of us escaped unharmed. 


Since then, | have often reflected on my previous doubts 
about the Prophet's (SAW) escape. Allah taught me a 
profound lesson: "Oh Ajaz, you doubt the escape of My most 
beloved creation, Muhammad (SAW). | will show you a sign 
today. My beloved left His house quietly, but you will go out 
firing at thousands of armed extremists. They will be blinded 
by Me alone, and | will provide you a way to leave your house 
unharmed." Allahu Akbar. 
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After 50 years, the memory of Allah’s protection remains 
vivid and astonishing. | clearly recall the tense moment when my 
father recited a couplet by the Promised Messiah as we were 
surrounded on all sides. He gathered us and addressed our non- 
Ahmadi family members with the following couplet: 


32 1982 tS 94 tS all GS UH 
Jad 3 so On Ute Us ala 5a 
At times |am Adam, at times Moses, at time Jacob, 


In addition, |! am Abraham; | have countless generations.” 


My father translated this couplet into Pashto and 
explained, “/n these lines, Allah refers to my Pir (the Promised 
Messiah) as a reflection of Hazrat Ibrahim, Hazrat Musa, and 
many other prophets. When my Pir says, ‘lam Abraham too, ' 
it signifies that if |!am thrown into the fire like Abraham, it will 
not burn me. Similarly, if a true follower of mine is thrown into 
the fire, it will not burn them either.” Pointing to his chest, he 
continued, “I believe |am one of His (the Promised Messiah’s) 
true followers. If we die in this house today, then whoever 
survives can say that Ahmadiyyat is false. But if we come out 
alive, bear witness to the truth of my words.” 


Shocked, | put my hand on my father’s mouth and said, 
“Father, what are you saying? If we die, we will become 
martyrs of Anhmadiyyat, as many others have before us. Why 
would Ahmadiyyat be false if we die here?” My father gently 
removed my hand and reiterated his statement. | was 


4 Hazrat Mirza Ghulam Ahmad‘S, Durr-e-Samin, Page 131, March 2002, 
Printwell Press, Amritsar. 
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overwhelmed by the certainty of our death and remained 
silent, believing our demise was inevitable. Subsequent 
events, however, demonstrated Allah's grace: not a single 
Ahmadi died in the house that day. A few weeks later, when 
we met Huzur in Rabwah, my father recounted the events of 
the Topi incident. | shared my father's statement with Huzur, 
who responded: 


CO ad Re ge phe Crt (6S Ques a Od Gul AS Ug: igen Cue Jas 
cS Get al ne hg Saal 5 glled NA gh 0 NSU gS ue 8 JAR OL 2 teal 
298 OMS att 9 oS coal EI 9) ot day yt 


“Ajaz, | believe it was destined for all of you to be 
martyred that day. But your father invoked the power of Allah, 
and in response, Allah changed your fate. That is why you are 
all alive today” Allahu Akbar 


When | later asked my father why he made such a 
statement, he revealed his fervent supplication to Allah: 


“O Lord, this government has abandoned us, and the 
enemy thirsts for our blood, seeking to obliterate Ahmadiyyat 
from Pakistan. Our numbers here are like a drop in the ocean. 
Our only fault is believing in Your Messiah. O Lord, protect us 
from this tyranny as You have protected Your prophets and 
their followers in the past. If we are to lay down our lives, let 
us not die in this house. Show us Your majesty by delivering us 
safely, and then bring death upon us. |am not afraid of death, 
but | want these ignorant people to witness the truth of 
Ahmadiyyat.” 


After 50 years and witnessing numerous miracles within 
Jamaat Ahmadiyya, | still lack the courage to claim that lama 
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true follower of the Promised Messiah. | consider myself a 
weak Ahmadi, but | firmly believe that Anmadiyyat is the True 
Islam. May Allah keep us within this fortress of faith until our 
end. Ameen. 


Approximately 25,000 armed rioters attacked our 
bungalow in Topi, as recorded in official police reports. Allah 
miraculously saved all four Ahmadis present—my father, my 
brother-in-law, my younger brother, and me. | have detailed 
these events previously. Some of my cousins were also with 
us. Two of them, Nazir Mohammad Khan and Noor 
Mohammad Khan, were martyred. They supported us 
voluntarily and willingly. May Allah accept their sacrifices and 
reward them abundantly. Amen. 


Nazir Mohammad fell to the attackers’ bullets before 
our eyes. We feared his body would be mutilated after we 
left, but by Allah's grace, his body was brought safely to 
Maini. Noor Mohammad was severely wounded in a grenade 
attack, with splinters injuring his leg. We hid him behind 
bushes outside the Hujra as the rioters plundered the 
property. Even the hens were not spared. When a rioter 
chased a hen into the bushes, he touched Noor Mohammad's 
leg. The rioter began shouting that a “Qadiani” was hiding. 
Despite his pleas that he was a Sunni, the rioters, driven by 
zeal, ignored him. They held Noor Mohammad and shot him 
in the head. 


His body was later taken by the police, initially 
misidentified as Bostan Khan. Upon confirmation, the name 
was corrected to Noor Mohammad. The timely arrival of the 
police saved his body from being burnt or mutilated. 


Amidst our trials, the discovery of water atop a desolate 
mountain stands as a testament to divine intervention. This 
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remarkable event left us in profound awe and gratitude. Seeking 
to comprehend this extraordinary occurrence, my uncle 
dispatched his drivers, Nisar Lala and Abdul Hakeem Lala, to 
Topi with explicit instructions to document the source of the 
water. 


Upon their arrival, they encountered a modest prayer 
area crafted from cement, accompanied by a small water tank of 
the same material. Further investigation unveiled a poignant 
narrative: the site marked the tragic accident of a worker from 
the Tarbela Dam project. In a heartfelt tribute, the worker's 
family erected the prayer area and water tank, envisioning it as 
a sanctuary for passing workers to perform ablutions and offer 
prayers. This act of reverence aimed to bestow blessings upon 
the departed soul and their bereaved family. 


Notably, the water tank, primarily replenished by passing 
water trucks, remained largely untouched. It was an undeniable 
manifestation of divine guidance that led us to this remote oasis, 
concealed from the world, particularly amidst the shroud of 
night. The water we discovered there became a vital source of 
sustenance for our weary and beleaguered group - a poignant 
reminder of divine providence's benevolence. This episode 
serves as yet another profound testament to the miracles we 
encountered on that fateful day, for which we remain deeply 
thankful to Allah. 
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River Indus 


This is an actual picture of the place we found water. 
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Chapter 47 - Brutal Treatment of Dead Bodies 


It's essential to note that while my relatives' corpses 
were spared from mutilation, the bodies of others bore 
witness to the barbarity of the attackers. Mistaking some 
victims as Ahmadis, the attackers brutalized them in a 
misguided belief that they would attain paradise by 
condemning Ahmadis to hell. 


These attackers hailed from distant places and were 
largely unfamiliar with each other. There were instances 
where they even inquired about the appearance of Subedar 
Ghafoor Khan (my father). Upon hearing descriptions of his 
robustness, they mistakenly mutilated a corpse that matched 
the description, celebrating their gruesome act. Their actions 
were driven by sheer inhumanity, only realizing their mistake 
when families came searching for their loved ones. Upon 
discovering that Subedar Ghafoor Khan was unharmed, they 
frantically searched among the ashes for the remains of their 
own kin, cursing the perpetrators of such heinous acts. 
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Chapter 48 - Martyrdom of Subedar Ghulam Sarwar 
Khan and Mohammad Israr 


In Topi, where only a few Ahmadi families resided, 
they faced an onslaught from thousands of rioters bent on 
their annihilation. With no telephone service available, we 
were unable to establish contact with them, leaving us in fear 
for their safety. The attack on our family left me deeply 
concerned that the miscreants may have carried out similar 
atrocities against other Ahmadis in the area. 


When Nisar Mohammad Khan Lala and Hakim Lala 
were dispatched to Topi to inquire about Faiz Mohammad 
Khan Lala, they brought back grim news. Subedar Ghulam 
Sarwar Khan and his nephew, Mohammad Israr, had been 
martyred. Their home, located outside Topi, was surrounded 
by assailants during the attack. Subedar Ghulam Sarwar Khan 
was struck by a bullet while observing the chaos from an 
upper story, causing him to fall down the stairs. As Israr 
rushed to his aid, the attackers entered the house. Upon 
seeing Subedar Ghulam Sarwar Khan's bloodied clothes, they 
realized he had been shot and demanded Israr Ahmad recite 
the Kalima. Despite his declaration of faith and innocence, the 
assailants, ignorant of the Kalima's significance, mercilessly 
gunned down the child and mutilated both bodies in a horrific 
display of cruelty. 


A non-Ahmadi woman who frequented their home 
witnessed the barbarity and cried out in anguish, condemning 
the attackers for their inhumane treatment of the deceased. 
Despite her pleas, the assailants threatened her with a gun, 
forcing her to flee. Upon their departure, she returned to 
cover the bodies with a sheet. Later, the police retrieved the 
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bodies, including that of Noor Mohammad, and buried them 
together at the police station. 
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Chapter 49 - Evacuation of Sahibzada Abdul Hamid and 
his Family 


My uncle, Sahibzada Abdul Hamid, along with his three 
brothers Sahibzada Abdul Rashid, Sahibzada Abdul Baseer, 
and Sahibzada Abdul Salaam, were born into an Ahmadi 
family. Their father, Sahibzada Abdul Latif, was deeply 
devoted to Ahmadiyyat, sending his sons to Qadian for 
education and tirelessly propagating its message throughout 
his life. He was revered in the community for his impeccable 
character and commitment to Islam. Sir Sahibzada Nawab 
Abdul Qayyum Khan, was a cousin and a prominent political 
figure. 


Despite their esteemed status, the unthinkable 
occurred in 1974. In the midst of government-driven 
communal tensions aimed at eradicating the Jama’‘at, tribal 
mercenaries, fueled by anti-Ahmadi sentiments, were incited 
to attack the family. Despite assurances of protection from 
the government, the sheer numbers of the assailants left the 
police powerless to intervene effectively. 


The rioters surrounded the Ahmadi homes, resulting in 
the tragic deaths of four volunteer guards of Sahibzada Abdul 
Hamid. Following their martyrdom, the police arranged for 
Sahibzada Abdul Hamid and his family to be evacuated to 
Peshawar. Meanwhile, the rioters ransacked and set fire to 
the shops and houses of this respected family, all unfolding 
before the passive gaze of the police. 
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Chapter 50 - An Eyewitness Account of the Events from 
the Helicopter 


On June 8th, a day before the tragedy unfolded, 
Sahibzada Abdul Hamid urgently sent a telegram to Col. 
Ahmad Khan, warning of the imminent danger to his family's 
lives and properties. Col. Ahmad Khan promptly relayed this 
critical information to his superiors via telephone, eventually 
reaching Brigadier Babar through the Commander of 
Peshawar. Brigadier Babar swiftly arrived in Topi by 
helicopter on June 9th. 


Upon arrival, the local authorities informed Brigadier 
Babar that Sahibzada Abdul Hamid and his family had been 
safely evacuated to Peshawar, albeit with their house and 
belongings looted. However, when Brigadier Babar inquired 
about Col. Ahmad Khan's house, they claimed ignorance, 
prompting him to inspect the situation firsthand via 
helicopter. 


From the vantage point of the helicopter, Brigadier 
Babar witnessed a vast mob stretching for miles, besieging 
the bungalow where only a few men were trapped. Bullets 
rained down from all directions, and Brigadier Babar feared 
for the safety of those inside, expressing his concerns to the 
commanding officer of Col. Ahmed Khan. 


The commanding officer, deeply troubled by the 
unfolding events reminiscent of past tragedies, hesitated to 
inform Col. Ahmad Khan. When contact was finally 
established, Col. Ahmad Khan received unexpected news: 
"My brother and his family have reached Chunian safely, but 
two of our nephews have lost their lives in this tragedy." 
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Stunned by this unexpected turn of events, the 
commanding officer journeyed to Chunian to meet the 
survivors. Upon witnessing their harrowing condition, he 
couldn't hold back his tears. Brigadier Sahib, displaying 
profound empathy, embraced them warmly and expressed 
his heartfelt sympathy. Despite their physical injuries and 
emotional trauma, his comforting words lifted their spirits 
like a commander inspiring his troops. 


Brigadier Sahib's compassionate gesture brought 
solace to the survivors, who prayed for his well-being and 
protection from all harm. May Allah reward his kindness and 
shield him from adversity. Amen. 
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This is a visual of our route from our house to Chunian via Ghazi, 
RawalPindi and Lahore. 
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Chapter 51 - Glad Tidings from Allah in a Dream 


In the days leading up to the tragic riots of 1974, my 
father experienced a profound dream—a vision bestowed 
upon him by Allah, offering a beacon of hope amidst the 
impending tribulation. In this dream, he found himself 
alongside his wife and children, embarking on a journey of 
migration from the village. Yet, their path was obstructed by 
a towering mountain, seemingly insurmountable. However, 
fueled by unwavering trust in Allah, my father began 
ascending the steep incline, feeling as though he was drifting 
through the air with ease. 


As he climbed, a remarkable sight unfolded before 
him: a road materialized, paving the way for his family to 
follow effortlessly. Upon reaching the summit, they beheld a 
vast Muslim army, with the esteemed presence of the Holy 
Prophet himself. The air resonated with the powerful chants 
of "Allah-O-Akbar," as standards of Islam adorned the 
multitude. In this divine moment, my father received a 
command: the members of the Ahmadiyya Jama'‘at Topi were 
to lead the procession, an honor they embraced 
wholeheartedly. 


Overwhelmed with gratitude and excitement, my 
father exclaimed "Alhamdulillah" in his dream, a sentiment 
echoed by my mother upon awakening. It was a vision so 
vivid, so profoundly reassuring, that its memory lingered in 
their hearts long after the dream had ended. 
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Then came June 9th, 1974—a day fraught with 
hardship and adversity as our family was compelled to 
migrate from their home. Throughout the arduous night that 
followed, they endured trials with fortitude, sustained by the 
boundless grace and assistance of Allah. Though my father 
had momentarily forgotten the dream, its divine significance 
became strikingly apparent upon their arrival at our uncle Col. 
Ahmad Khan's house in Chunian. 


There, amidst the solace of familial embrace, my mother 
gently reminded him of the dream's fulfillment, a realization 
met with profound gratitude and praise. Indeed, Allah had 
bestowed not only the glad tidings of their miraculous escape 
but also imbued them with spiritual blessings beyond 
measure. "Alhamdulillah Ala Zalik," they declared. 
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Chapter 52 — Prayers of the Imam of the Time 


On June 9th, Hazrat Khalifatul Masih III was listening to 
a broadcast from Voice of Canada, which reported a 
distressing incident: an attack on a house in the Topi area by 
thousands of armed rioters. The reporter, speaking from 
Tarbela Dam, detailed how the house, belonging to an 
Ahmadi family, had been besieged and set on fire. There was 
no information available regarding the fate of the occupants. 
Fearing the worst, Huzur immediately thought of Subedar 
Abdul Ghafoor Khan, well-acquainted with the family and 
aware that their house was located on a farm in the area. 
Deeply concerned, Huzur began praying fervently for their 
safety. 


During the Fajr prayer at Masjid Mubarak in Rabwah, 
he addressed the congregation, informing them of the attack 
and expressing his belief that the house could belong to 
Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan. He urged everyone to pray for 
the family's safety and promised special prayers for anyone 
who could bring news of their well-being. Mirza Tahir Ahmad, 
Huzur’s younger brother, was present at the Fajr prayers. 


Moved by the urgency of the situation, he immediately 
set out for Rawalpindi to gather information about the attack 
and the condition of Ghafoor and his family. Upon reaching 
Rawalpindi, he was advised by the Rawalpindi Jamaat that it 
was too dangerous to proceed to Peshawar due to the 
ongoing riots. Despite hearing distressing rumors that all the 
men had been killed and the women had committed suicide, 
Mirza Tahir Anmad remained determined to find the truth. 
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In Rawalpindi, he learned that Ghafoor’s brother, Col. 
Ahmed Khan, was stationed in Chunian. Mirza Tahir Ahmad 
then traveled to Lahore to seek assistance from his brother- 
in-law, Brigadier Waqee Uzamaan, who was also a close 
friend of Col. Ahmed Khan. Arriving in Lahore on June 10th, 
they contacted Col. Anmed Khan to inquire about Ghafoor 
and his family. At that moment, | spoke with Mirza Tahir 
Ahmad. Upon hearing my voice, he asked, "Ajaz, are you 
alive?" | replied, "Yes, | am alive. My parents are alive, my 
sisters and brother are alive. However, my brother-in-law has 
been martyred." He asked again, "Are you telling the truth?" | 
affirmed, "Yes." He then asked, "Can / tell Huzur that you are 
all alive except your brother-in-law?" | responded, "Yes." He 
immediately said, "/ am leaving right now for Rabwah to give 
this good news to Huzur." 


Without delay, Mirza Tahir Ahmad returned to 
Rabwah to inform Huzur. At the mosque, Huzur announced 
the joyous news: Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan and his family 
were safe, having arrived at Col. Ahmed Khan’s house in 
Chunian. Huzur attributed their miraculous escape to the 
power of collective prayer, highlighting the faith and unity of 
the Jamaat members. This sequence of events underscores 
the strong bonds within the community and the profound 
impact of their prayers, demonstrating resilience and divine 
intervention in the face of adversity. 
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Chapter 53 - An Encounter with one of the Rioter 


A couple of months later, | visited our maternal family 
in Peshawar. Despite warnings from family to return to 
Chuniyan due to ongoing tensions, | chose to take a bus to 
Topi instead. At the Jahangeera stop, a passenger boarded 
whom | immediately recognized: Janis Khan. 


He had been one of the rioters who attacked our 
house, hurling grenades and demanding we renounce our 
faith or face death. At that time, he was serving in the 
Pakistan Army's elite SSG unit, akin to the U.S. Army's Special 
Forces. Janis and | had grown up together in Topi, living in 
close proximity. Now, fate had placed him on the same bus as 
me, with only one seat available—right next to mine. 


He sat down without acknowledgment, and | felt a 
surge of fear. He only needed to say, "This is Ajaz, and he is 
an Ahmadi," for the passengers to turn on me. He leaned over 
and whispered, "Ajaz, | am sorry for the death of your father 
in the riots." | replied, "Janis Khan, you cowards could not kill 
him. He is alive and well." He insisted, "/ know you are still in 
shock over what happened to your family. But | am sorry for 
the loss of your father that night." | retorted, "Janis Khan, I’m 
telling you, my father Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan is alive 
and well. | can take you to Chuniyan, and you can see for 
yourself." 


He looked shocked and said, "But | heard the rioters 
found his body and beheaded him!" Once again, | stated 
firmly, "/.am telling you he is alive and well." The conversation 
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ended there, and | braced myself for him to expose me. But 
he remained silent. When the bus arrived in Topi, he 
disembarked with me and then went his own way. 


| headed to my house in Topi, which had been mostly 
destroyed. | met our non-Ahmadi neighbors who had 
supported us during the riots. They were pleased to see me 
visiting, as it sent a message to the rioters that we were alive and 
well and not afraid. They did advise me not to stay for the night, 
as someone might try to harm me. | agreed and left Topi before 
sunset. 


Allah had paralyzed him! His silence saved my life, but 
the encounter left me with a mix of relief and a deeper 
understanding of the precariousness of our situation. 
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Chapter 54 - The Seed of Ahmadiyyat Sown in the Khan 
Family 


My paternal grandfather, Subedar Khushal Khan, the 
father of Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan, was the first member 
of our family to embrace Ahmadiyyat, guided by a profound 
dream. He recounted the experience as follows: 


"In my dream, | witnessed an enlightened individual 
delivering a sermon to a vast audience. As | stood there 
listening, the speaker called out, 'Khushal Khan, come here.' 
Since | knew he was unfamiliar with me, | assumed he was 
referring to another Khushal Khan in the crowd and did not 
respond. Soon after, he called again, 'Khushal Khan Afghan, 
come here.'| hesitated once more. However, when he pointed 
directly at me and called a third time, 'Khushal Khan Afghan, 
of Topi, come here,’ | approached him eagerly. Placing his 
hand on my shoulder, he said, 'Let us go to the court of the 
Holy Prophet.' As he led me, the entire gathering followed, 
and then | woke up." 


Khushal Khan Sahib continued: 


"While stationed in Mardan, | became acquainted with 
Hazrat Qazi Mohammad Yousaf and decided to share my 
dream with him. Despite having heard various negative 
propaganda about the Ahmadiyya community, | was deeply 
impressed by Qazi Sahib’s knowledge and spiritual demeanor. 
After offering me extensive guidance, he introduced me to 
Hazrat Mirza Ghulam Ahmad of Qadian (May peace be upon 
him). Upon returning to my village, | learned that Hazrat 
Sahibzada Abdul Latif Lodhi Afghan, a respected figure from 
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a scholarly and spiritual family in the neighboring village of 
Topi, had also embraced Ahmadiyyat. Occasionally meeting 
him further influenced me. 


On the advice of Sahibzada Abdul Latif and Qazi 
Mohammad Yousaf, | planned to visit Qadian for the Jalsa 
Salana in December 1914. Despite having a terminally ill son, 
| agreed to make the journey. At the Jalsa, | encountered other 
noble Pathans who had also accepted Ahmadiyyat. On the 
first day of the Jalsa, when Hazrat Khalifatul Masih II 
ascended the stage, | immediately recognized him as the 
enlightened person from my dream who had guided me to the 
court of the Holy Prophet (May peace and blessings of Allah 
be upon him). Realizing that this must be a divine sign, | 
resolved to take the oath of allegiance without hesitation. | 
joined my companions in pledging our allegiance to 
Ahmadiyyat. 


Later, | was told that the three calls in my dream 
represented the three significant figures of the Ahmadiyya 
movement. The first call was from Hazrat Mirza Ghulam 
Ahmad (May peace be upon him), the Promised Messiah. The 
second was from Hazrat Khalifatul Masih | (May Allah be 
pleased with him). The third call, which | responded to, was 
from Hazrat Khalifatul Masih II (May Allah be pleased with 
him). Alhamdulillah.” 


This dream not only affirmed the truth of Ahmadiyyat 
but also the divine legitimacy of Hazrat Khalifatul Masih II as 
Khalifa. Remarkably, a non-Ahmadi in a remote village in KPK 
in the early 1900s dreamt of a future Khalifa, who was then 
just a teenage boy, leading him to the Holy Prophet's court. 
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Chapter 55 - A Painful Tragedy for the Family 


Before discussing the blessings our family received, it 
is essential to recount a generational misfortune that plagued 
us, which was ultimately alleviated through the prayers of 
Hazrat Musleh Mau‘ud (May Allah be pleased with him). 


My father, Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan, narrated this 
misfortune as follows: 


"For many generations, our family endured a 
distressing pattern: only two male children would be born in 
each generation. One would invariably die without leaving 
any progeny, while the other would survive to father two sons, 
thus perpetuating the cycle. This recurring tragedy left our 
family devoid of male heirs, which emboldened our paternal 
cousins to become increasingly oppressive. They forcibly 
seized our properties and eventually banished my great- 
grandfather from our ancestral village. After his expulsion, my 
great-grandfather resettled in Baghdada Mohalla, Mardan, a 
place where many men joined the army to secure a livelihood. 
Following this path, my father and his younger brother 
enlisted and gradually rose to the rank of Viceroy's 
Commissioned Officers. My uncle, Sultan Ahmad Khan, got 
married but soon fell victim to the same misfortune. He was 
martyred in a war and left no children, survived only by his 
widow. In contrast, my father was blessed with two sons, 
marking a hopeful deviation from our family's grim history." 
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Chapter 56 - The Star of Luck Shines 


When my grandfather, Subedar Khushal Khan, 
embarked on his inaugural journey to Qadian, his second 
son lay critically ill, with slim prospects for recovery. Upon 
meeting Hazrat Musleh Mau’ud (May Allah be pleased 
with him) and _ pledging allegiance (Bai’at), my 
grandfather recounted our family's enduring misfortune 
to Huzur, beseeching prayers for his son's well-being. My 
father, Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan, recalls this pivotal 
moment: 


"After pledging allegiance, my father unfolded the 
saga of our tribulations to Hazrat Musleh Mau‘ud, 
detailing the wrongful usurpation of our ancestral 
property by paternal relatives and the dire illness 
afflicting one of his sons. He expressed his apprehension 
over his son's imminent demise and the hereditary curse 
of childlessness that had shadowed our lineage for 
generations. Hazrat Musleh Mau‘ud listened intently, 
offering prayers after each narration. Thus, my father 
found solace in spiritual supplication." 


Upon his return from Qadian following the 
culmination of Jalsa Salana, my grandfather witnessed a 
profound metamorphosis in our family's fortunes, 
attributed to his embrace of Ahmadiyyat and the 
intercessions of Hazrat Musleh Mau‘ud. Reflecting on this 


164 


Flames of Faith: Surviving the 1974 Ahmadi Persecution 


transformative period, my grandfather, Subedar Khushal 
Khan, recounts: 


"The tides of fortune turned in my favor. Post my 
return from Qadian, | pursued legal recourse against our 
adversaries with the aid of sympathetic officials. 
Triumphantly, | reclaimed our usurped property, aided by 
divine grace. Moreover, my ailing son experienced a 
miraculous recovery, enjoying a lengthy and healthy life." 


This remarkable turn of events underscores the 
potency of faith and prayer, serving as a profound 
testament to the efficacy of divine intervention in 
shaping human destinies. 
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Chapter 57 - The Miracle of The Messianic Spirit 


The recovery of my grandfather, Subedar Khushal 
Khan's son, from a terminal illness, akin to a resurrection, 
marked a significant turning point for our family. Afflicted for 
generations, this malady was lifted following the acceptance 
of Ahmadiyyat and the heartfelt supplications offered by 
Hazrat Musleh Mau‘ud (May Allah be pleased with him). Not 
only was his son spared from death, but subsequent 
marriages brought forth healthy offspring, breaking the cycle 
of affliction for generations to come. 


In the prophecy of the Promised Messiah*> about 
Hazrat Musleh Mau‘ud®4, it is stated: 
"He will heal many of their disorders through his 
messianic qualities and the blessings of the Holy 
Spirit. "17 


Remarkably, this prophecy found fulfillment in the 
family of Khushal Khan. When my grandfather Subedar 
Khushal Khan embarked on his journey to Qadian, he had two 
sons, one of whom was afflicted with a grievous ailment. 
However, following his Bai'at and the prayers of Hazrat 
Musleh Mau‘ud®4, not only did his ailing son experience a 
complete recovery, but subsequent marriages also brought 


122 Hazrat Mirza Ghulam Ahmad*S, Peshgoi Musleh Mau’ud*, Ishtihar 20 Feb. 
1886, Majmooa-e-Ishtiharaat, Volume 1, Page 100-103, 2003, London. 
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forth healthy offspring, free from the affliction. Upon my 
grandfather's martyrdom in 1942, he left behind nine sons 
and four daughters. 

Today, his descendants are flourishing and dispersed 
across various countries. The longstanding tradition of limited 
offspring has been entirely overturned, with his progeny 
numbering in the hundreds and continuing to expand. 
Indeed, if this isn't a testament to the miraculous intervention 
of the Messiah, then what else could it be? In the family of 
Khushal Khan, the birth and survival of each descendant stand 
as tangible evidence of the divine miracle and the truth of 
Ahmadiyyat. 

For those who approach this narrative with an open 
heart, it becomes abundantly clear that Allah, the Almighty, 
not only shielded our family from the machinations of 
Ahmadiyyat's adversaries but also bestowed upon them 
spiritual and material prosperity beyond measure. Truly, this 
account bears countless signs for those endowed with 
understanding and insight. 
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Chapter 58 - Author’s father’s Introduction 


Name: Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan, son of Subedar 
Khushal Khan. 


Date and Place of Birth: November 25‘, 1922, at 
Maini, Tehsil and District Swabi, Khyber Pakhtunkhwa 
Province. 


Education: Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan commenced his 
academic journey at the village school before advancing to 
Taleem-ul-lslam High School in Qadian in 1935. This 
esteemed institution not only imparted academic knowledge 
but also fostered spiritual and physical development. 
Residing at the Tehrik Jadid boarding house afforded him 
occasional interactions with Hazrat Musleh Mau‘udRA, 
providing invaluable guidance on personal and academic 
growth. Monthly holidays and summer _ excursions, 
sometimes graced by Hazrat Musleh Mau‘udRA's presence, 
contributed to a well-rounded educational experience during 
his tenure in Qadian. 


Profession: With the outbreak of World War Il in 1940, 
Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan enlisted in the British army. 
Through dedication and hard work, he ascended to the rank 
of Subedar, garnering acclaim for his athletic prowess, 
particularly as a member of the victorious Army Hockey 
Team. Following the war's conclusion in 1945, he returned to 
his hometown of Topi, where he ventured into business. 


Darwesh of Qadian: In the aftermath of India and Pakistan's 
partition in 1947, Qadian faced heightened security risks as 
the headquarters of Ahmadiyyat. Responding to Hazrat 
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Musleh Mau‘udRA's call for volunteers to safeguard Qadian, 
Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan relinquished his business 
pursuits and assumed the role of Security Officer, Qadian, 
under the supervision of Hazrat Mirza Nasir Ahmad. His 
tenure as one of the 313 Darvesh of Qadian, marked by 
exceptional service, underscored his unwavering 
commitment to the community's protection. 


Security Officer: Following an attack on Hazrat Musleh 
Mau‘udRA at Mubarak Mosque, Rabwah in 1954, Subedar 
Abdul Ghafoor Khan was appointed as the security officer. 
Diligently serving until 1958, he continued in the same 
capacity for Hazrat Khalifatul Masih IIIRH. Marriage and 
Children: Subedar Abdul Ghafoor Khan entered into 
matrimony with Sahibzadi Amtul Habib, daughter of the 
esteemed Sahibzada Abdul Lateef of Topi. Blessed with six 
children—three sons and three daughters—his descendants 
are dispersed globally, actively contributing to the service of 
the Jama'at. With sons settled in the United States and 
daughters in Germany and Rabwah, Allah has bestowed 
abundant blessings upon them in the form of progeny. 
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Chapter 59 - The Politics of Hate 


Zulfiqar Ali Bhutto, Prime Minister of Pakistan, saw 
through this, play of the opposition party and realized that if 
the Mullahs managed to achieve their objective, his party 
could not win the next election. So, the institutions of the 
government responsible for maintaining law and order in the 
country began to fan the fire by inciting the rioters. 
Consequently, the hooligans and rioters, in the presence of 
the law enforcement agencies went on a rampage, looting 
and torching the houses of Ahmadis. Similar events happened 
in the presence of Federal and Provincial Ministers as well as 
members of Parliament. 


We heard stories of dead bodies of Ahmadis being 
trampled upon and denied the dignity of a burial. At some 
places, their bodies were buried in a pit without giving them 
proper burial. Across Pakistan, Ahmadis were socially 
boycotted, and consequently, they had to go in hiding. Many 
children and sick people died as they were denied medical 
treatment. The shopkeepers refused to sell essential 
commodities to Ahmadis and were socially boycotted. 


At the police stations, their complaints were not 
entertained. Wherever the rioters attacked Ahmadi houses, 
they would take away most of the valuables of the houses and 
then set their houses on fire. The irony was that the police, 
instead of coming to the rescue of the oppressed people 
(Ahmadis), they would instead arrest those whose houses 
were being plundered. A handful of rioters were arrested to 
provide a false impression of justice, but soon after, a mob 
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would come demanding their release, the police would then 
set them free. 

Ahmadis, on the other hand, were denied lawful bail. 
At some places, the police removed Ahmadis from their 
houses under the pretext of protecting them, but 
subsequently handed them over to the rioters who brutally 
killed and mutilated their bodies or in some cases they 
allowed the rioters to loot and destroy their properties. This 
gory situation spread rapidly throughout the Punjab. The 
government, instead of taking stern and strict measures to 
curb and put an end to these riots, was ironically engaged in 
competing with the Majlis Tahaffuz-e-Khatm-e-Nabuwat (an 
extremists’ religious organization in Pakistan, whose sole 
purpose is to violently oppose Ahmadis) in taking credit for 
these riots and violent acts. After Punjab the riots soon began 
to spread to other provinces of Pakistan. 


In the following days, Pakistan's Prime Minister 
initiated a tribunal investigating Rabwah's May riots, led by 
Justice Samdani of Lahore's High Court. Initially, the tribunal 
had been public before later being held in Camera i.e., not 
open to the public. When the tribunal came to an end, 
Samdani told newspapers his findings would be published 
imminently: 


"It was possible that certain evidence would have 
proved prejudicial to the security of Pakistan, but later 
when it was found that no such matter cropped up during 
camera proceedings the tribunal permitted the publication 
of the evidence taken in camera." - Justice Samdani, Dawn 1974 


171 


Flames of Faith: Surviving the 1974 Ahmadi Persecution 


Despite Samdani's expectations, his report was not 
made available and remains classified to this day. 


In 2012, Samdani granted an interview to a research 
paper by Yale University in which he stated of the Rabwah 
attacks: 


“Claims of violent beatings of non-Ahmadi students by 
Ahmadi students were wildly exaggerated and mostly 


inaccurate.” - Justice Samdani, The Exclusion of the Ahmadiyya Community 
in Pakistan 
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Chapter 60 - Sir Muhammad Zafarullah Khan 


In addition to sharing a personal story about family, 
faithand resilience, the purpose of this book is to share 
independent facts and analyses around the radicalization of 
Pakistan. For facts and analysis to be credible, they need to 
emanate from a particularly trusted & scholarly source. 


Sir Muhammad Zafarullah Khan, First Foreign Minister 
of Pakistan, President of UN General Assembly and President 


of International Court of Justice noted: 


“For reasons undisclosed the report of the inquiry has 
not been published so far. This lends color to the speculation 
that the administration does not come out too well in the 


report.” - Sir Muhammad Zafarullah Khan, Ahmadiyyat: The Renaissance of 
Islam 


Hadhrat Khalifatul Masih III's announcement of the 
centenary celebrations in 1973, riled a number of the 
bigoted Muslim divines in Pakistan According to Sir 
Muhammad Zafrulla Khan: 


“In the middle of 1974 they devised a plan which was 
aimed at provoking anger and rancor against the Ahmadiyya 
Community which unfortunately succeeded only too well in its 
immediate purpose. An incident was staged at the Rabwah 
railway station, which was so managed that a party of 
students who belonged to an organization bitterly hostile to 
the Movement succeeded in provoking a number of Ahmadis, 
who happened to be present at the railway station when the 
train carrying the students arrived, into a conflict in which 
slight injuries were inflicted on some of the students in the 
party. At the next stop of the train, preparations had already 
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been made to receive the students as “heroes” who had 
suffered grievous injuries in the cause of Islam at the hands of 
the members of the Community. Fiery speeches were made 
and the utterly false and misleading accounts of the incident 
were further embroidered in the press next morning, with the 
addition of such false, fictitious and horrifying details as that 
the students had been cruelly maimed, that some of them had 
had their tongues cut out and that others had had their 
genitals cut off. This sent a wave of horror throughout the 
province and all sorts of premeditated atrocities were let 
loose against the members of the Movement. In the inquiry 
subsequently conducted by a Judge of the Lahore High Court 
into the incident, it was established by the medical evidence 
produced that all the injuries alleged to have been received by 
some of the students were simple bruises and scars and not a 


single one of them was grievous.’ Renaissance of Islam, Muhammad 
Zafrulla Khan. 


The riots continued in the weeks ahead with no 
intervention from the authorities. Sir Muhammad Zafarullah 
Khan wrote: 


“In the widespread disorders that followed upon the 
Rabwabh incident, as it came to be known, several Ahmadis 
were killed, maimed and injured and there was large-scale 
looting and destruction of the properties of Ahmadis. In not a 
single instance did the police or the civil authorities intervene 
to extend their protection to the victims of the violence, no 
investigation was made into any of the numerous outrages 
committed against the persons and the properties of the 
Ahmadis, no one was arrested or tried in respect of any of 
them and no compensation was awarded to any Ahmadi for 
the loss inflicted upon him.” 
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“There were several instances in which the police 
openly and actively encouraged the unruly and disorderly 
elements to do their worst. At Sargodha, during the 
preparation of large-scale outrages against the Ahmadis, the 
then Chief Minister of the province was present in the town 
and, though apprised of what was going on and made aware 
of it by observing the columns of smoke rising above the 
gutted buildings, did not stir his little finger to check the 
course of the outrages. The same was the attitude of the 
Deputy Inspector General of police who was also present in 
the town in attendance upon the Chief Minister. Some of the 
guardians of law and order explained their inaction and their 
dereliction of duty as having been imposed upon them by 
orders from on high.” 


- Sir Muhammad Zafarullah Khan, Ahmadiyyat: The Renaissance of Islam 


He also noted that in the widespread disorders that 
followed the Rabwah incident: 


“, that in not a single instance did the police or the 
civil authorities intervene to extend their protection to the 
victims of violence, no investigation was made into any of the 
numerous outrages committed against the persons and 
properties of the Ahmadis, no one was arrested or tried in 
respect of any of them, and no compensation was awarded to 
any Ahmadi for the loss inflicted upon him. In fact, there were 
several instances in which the police openly and actively 
encouraged the unruly and disorderly elements to do their 
worst.” (ibid). 
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Chapter 61 - Bhutto Addresses the Nation 


Bhutto addressed the nation on state television and 
promised to take the issue of whether Ahmadis are Muslims 
or not to the National Assembly: 


“God willing, the decision on the Ahmadi issue will be 
taken during our stay in office...| could become a hero if this 


issue was solved by me immediately. - Zulfikar Ali Bhutto, 13 June 
1974 


The Bhutto government's stance is alleged to have 
changed due to extreme political pressure. Bhutto's Minister 
for Law during 1974 crisis would later state in an interview: 


“It was a political compromise. There was a great deal 
of pressure on us ...otherwise | don't think Mr. Bhutto would 


have gone so far with a religious issue.” - Abdul Hafiz Pirzada, Dunya 
News 


Later on, in one of his probably last interviews on this 
subject to a Sindhi TV, KTN NEWS program Maazi Haal Main 
he went on to say that “On Ahmadi issue of 1974, Bhutto was 
rattled, Bhutto later on conceded that he was in the wrong, 
we should not have been involved in it. Bhutto asked me in 
1974 that you are the Law Minister and that you should 
prosecute Mirza Nasir Ahmad, to which, | replied. | will not do 
that as | don’t believe in it. History has recorded the verdict, 
Bhutoo paid the price with his life, we paid the price for that 
too by going into jails and the leader of the party paid with his 
own life...” 


The pressure allegedly came from Saudi Arabia , 
according to a later interview with Bhutto's Finance Minister: 
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“King Faisal's ardent desire was to be a leader of Islam. 
It was within his power that the practice of not allowing non- 
Muslims to perform Hajj [religious pilgrimage to Mecca] 
should apply to Ahmadis also. Now, the question arose on 
how to tell who is Ahmadi and who is not Ahmadi? The only 
way was to write on the passport of Pakistani Muslims that 
they are not Ahmadis. It was for this purpose that that 
amendment was made.” — Dr. Mubashir Hassan 


With Pakistan's economy failing and oil-rich Saudi 
Arabia its source of money, Bhutto was left with no choice. 
The fourth Caliph of the Ahmadiyya Muslim Community 
would later highlight the Saudi's motivation: 


“The institution of a caliphate in the Ahmadiyya community 
stood in their way. You cannot have two Caliphs. So, we had 


to be extinguished. We had to be declared non-Muslims.” 
Hazrat Mirza Tahir Ahmad, A Man of God 


Within six months of achieving his goal by forcing Pakistan’s 
government to declare Ahmadis as non-Muslim’s, to stop 
them performing Hajj, on March, 25 1975 King Faisal was 
killed in public by his own nephew. 
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Chapter 62 - Background on Persecution of the 
Ahmadiyya in Pakistan 


The Ahmadiyya community has long been persecuted 
in Pakistan. Since 1953, when the first post-independence 
anti-Ahmadiyya riots broke out, the relatively small Ahmadi 
community in Pakistan has lived under threat. Between 1953 
and 1973, this persecution was sporadic but, in 1974, a new 
wave of anti-Ahmadi disturbances spread across Pakistan. In 
response, Pakistan’s parliament introduced amendments to 
the constitution which defined the term “Muslim” in the 
Pakistani context and listed groups that were deemed to be 
non-Muslim under Pakistani law. Put into effect on 
September 6, 1974, the amendment explicitly deprived 
Ahmadis of their identity as Muslims. 


In 1984, Pakistan’s penal code was amended yet again. 
As a result of these amendments, five ordinances that 
explicitly targeted religious minorities acquired legal status: a 
law against blasphemy; a law punishing the defiling of the 
Quran; a prohibition against insulting the wives, family, or 
companions of the Prophet of Islam; and two laws specifically 
restricting the activities of Anmadis. On April 26, 1984, Gen. 
Muhammad Zia-ul-Haq issued these last two laws as part of 
Martial Law Ordinance XX, which amended Pakistan’s Penal 
Code, sections 298-B and 298-C. 


Ordinance XX undercut the activities of religious 
minorities generally but struck at Ahmadis in particular by 
prohibiting them from “indirectly or directly posing as a 
Muslim.” Ahmadis thus could no longer profess their faith, 
either orally or in writing. Pakistani police destroyed Ahmadi 
translations of and commentaries on the Quran and banned 
Ahmadi publications, the use of any Islamic terminology on 
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Ahmadi wedding invitations, the offering of Ahmadi funeral 
prayers, and the displaying of the Kalima (the statement that 
“there is no god but Allah, Mohammed is Allah’s prophet,” 
the principal creed of Muslims) on Ahmadi gravestones. In 
addition, Ordinance XX prohibited Ahmadis from declaring 
their faith publicly, propagating their faith, building mosques, 
or making the call for Muslim prayer. In short, virtually any 
public act of worship or devotion by an Ahmadi could be 
treated as a criminal offense. 


With the passage of the Criminal Law Act of 1986, 
parliament added section 295-C to the Pakistan Penal Code. 
The “Blasphemy Law,” as it came to be known, made the 
death penalty mandatory for blasphemy. General Zia-ul-Haq 
and his military government institutionalized the persecution 
of Ahmadis as well as other minorities in Pakistan with section 
295-C. The Ahmadi belief in the prophethood of Mirza 
Ghulam Ahmad was now considered blasphemous insofar as 
it “defiled the name of Prophet Muhammad.” Therefore, 
theoretically, Ahmadis could be sentenced to death for simply 
professing their faith. Though the numbers vary from year to 
year, Ahmadis have been charged every year under the 
Blasphemy laws since their introduction. 


In 2009, at least 37 Anmadis were charged under the 
general provisions of the Blasphemy Law and over 50 were 
charged under Ahmadi-specific provisions of the law. For 
example, in January 2009, five Ahmadis, including four 
children, were charged with blasphemy in Layyah district of 
Punjab province. The children were released after being jailed 
for six months. In July 2009, activists of the Sunni Tehreek, a 
militant group, staged protests until the local police in 
Faisalabad district of Punjab province agreed to register 
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blasphemy cases against 32 Ahmadis for writing Quranic 
verses on the outer walls of their houses. The police 
registered cases against them under sections 295-A and 295- 
C. Throughout 2009, Ahmadi graveyards were threatened 
with desecration, and Ahmadi mosques continued to receive 
threats. In 2008, at least 15 Ahmadis were charged under 
various provisions of the Blasphemy Law. 


In addition to blasphemy charges, Ahmadis have 
sporadically come under physical attack. For example, in June 
2006, a mob burned down Ahmadi shops and homes in 
Jhando Sahi village near the town of Daska in Punjab 
province, forcing more than 100 Ahmadis to flee. The police, 
though present at the scene, failed to intervene or arrest any 
of the culprits. However, the authorities charged seven 
Ahmadis under the blasphemy law. The Ahmadis 
subsequently returned to their homes. In October 2005, 
masked gunmen attacked Ahmadi worshippers in a mosque 
in the near the town of Mandi Bahauddin in Punjab province. 
Eight Ahmadis were killed and 18 injured in the attack. The 
perpetrators remain at large. 
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Ahmadis face a holocaust in Pakistan 


The Week: By Former Supreme Court Justice of India, Markandey Katju, December 16, 
2019 

“The Ahmadiyyas are a tiny, peaceful community of 
about 5 million in Pakistan (which has a total population of 
over 200 million) who have been treated barbarically by 
religious extremists since long, the way the Jews were treated 
in Nazi Germany.” 


“Ahmadiyyas were declared non-Muslims by a 
constitutional amendment in 1974 at the instance of Zulfiqar 
Ali Bhutto, who posed as being a great champion of the poor 
and oppressed—which was just hypocrisy. The tyrant general 
Zia-ul-Haq issued Ordinance XX in 1984, making it a crime for 
Ahmadiyyas to 'pose' as Muslims or call their place of worship 
a masjid or call the Ahmadiyyas to prayers by azaan. 
Ahmadiyyas were forbidden to recite Quranic verses or 
exchange Islamic greetings publicly or gather on Eid.” 


“Persecution of Anhmadiyyas had started soon after the 
creation of Pakistan. In riots in 1953, hundreds of Ahmadiyyas 
were massacred; the same was repeated in 1974. But the 
persecution of Ahmadiyyas picked up momentum under Zia's 
rule. There have been several massacres of Ahmadiyyas; for 
example, an attack in Lahore on their place of worship in 2010 
in which about one hundred people were killed.” 


“In fact, murders of Ahmadiyyas (often in a ghastly 
manner e.g., by stoning them to death) have been an almost 
annual feature in Pakistan for decades, with the police being 
bystanders or even collaborators. They have been 
barbarically treated, their places of worship vandalized and 
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burnt down, their children harassed, their students 
victimized, and they were humiliated in various ways for 
example, by making them state in their passport application 
that Mirza Ghulam Ahmed, the founder of the Ahmadiyya 
sect, was an imposter and they were non-Muslims.” 


“The present Prime Minister of Pakistan, Imran Khan, 
who poses to be liberal and modern, being educated in 
Oxford, had shamelessly hobnobbed with religious bigots like 
the Tehreek-e-Labayat during his election campaign to get 
votes, and spoke against Ahmadiyyas. He gave a PTI ticket to 
Amir Liaquat, a notorious figure, who anchored a TV program 
in which venom was spouted against Ahmadiyyas, resulting in 
killings of many of them. 


Soon after Imran was sworn in as prime minister, an 
Ahmadiyya place of worship was burnt down. He also forced 
out of the Pakistan Economic Advisory Council Atif Mian, a 
world-renowned economist from Princeton University, only 
because he was an Ahmadiyya (an act for which even his ex- 
wife, Jemima, condemned him).” 
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THE NEW YORK TIMES 


RABWAH JOURNAL: By Mehreen Zahra-Malik Dec.27 2017 


Shunned by Pakistan’s Muslims, Ahmadis Find Refuge 
in a City of Their Own 


The legal changes have left the sect particularly 
vulnerable, and attackson Ahmadi businesses, places of 
worship and graveyards are common. Since twin attacks on 
Ahmadi mosques in Lahore in 2010, left 93 people dead, 
Rabwah’s Masjid-e-Aqsa, where 20,000 people would gather 
at a time, has been abandoned for smaller neighborhood 
mosques. 


“The congregations were a time to meet friends, catch 
up and laugh,” Amir Mehmood, who works in the 
community’s press office, said as he walked through the 
mosque’s echoing halls. “Now this emptiness, it makes my 
heart weep.” 


Mr. Mehmood’s mood matched that of the city, where 
a tenuous sense of security holds even as the specter of 
violence hovers just outside the city walls. Rabwah is filled 
with those who have suffered decades of violence. Some are 
here to find sanctuary. Others are waiting to flee abroad. ..... 
No Ahmadis are employed in government departments or the 
police or represented in local government. The small city 
provides few job opportunities, and Ahmadis from Rabwah 
are turned away when they look for work in neighboring 
towns. 


Mirza Khursheed Ahmad, a_ nattily dressed 
octogenarian who heads the Ahmadi missions in Pakistan and 
whose grandfather founded the sect, had the tired, 
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phlegmatic air of someone who has seen it all. But good 
humor underpinned his manner. 


“After the 1974 riots, when people fled to Rabwah, our 
caliph would say no matter what happens, don’t let them take 
away your laughter,” he said as he fixed the pin on his lapel, 
the black-and-white flag of the sect. “So no, you cannot rob 
me of my smile.” 


Humda Ahmed was all smiles. She lived in Jhelum until 
November 2015, but rumors that a security guard at the 
family’s chipboard factory had burned pages of the Quran in 
a boiler set off an angry mob that burned down the factory 
and the family’s house. She now lives in Rabwah. 


Flipping through pictures on a laptop, she came to an 
image of the green-and-white Pakistani flag draped over 
burned furniture. “I took my kids back there a few months ago 
to see for themselves what had happened, and we found the 
flag in the rubble, left over from Independence Day 
celebrations,” she said. “So, | spread it out and took a picture 
to send my parents.” 


She laughed: “Because you know, the heart is still Pakistani.” 


In the corner of the cozy living room, a dim light 
illuminated scars on the face of her father, Qamar Suleman, 
who was shot in the mouth about two decades ago. 


He offered me fresh fruit ice cream in paper cups that 
read “Mannan Ice-Cream Shop.” When | declined on account 
of the cold weather, he insisted: “This ice cream is famous 
here. The same clerics who hate us by day come to Rabwah in 
the evening to eat it. It’s the only bridge between us.” 
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Across the city, in a poorer part of Rabwah, Ruby 
Tabassum lives in a two-bedroom flat with her in-laws. In 
March 2016, she watched as a young man plunged a knife 
through her husband’s heart outside their house. Just weeks 
later, her 5-year-old daughter, born with a heart condition, 
died in her sleep. 


As Ms. Tabassum showed me pictures of her deceased 
husband, the television in the background played footage of 
the sect’s caliph giving a sermon in Urdu. The subtitles read: 
“| cannot refrain from saying the truth for fear of dying.” 


“There is not one day when | wish | were not Ahmadi,” 
Ms. Tabassum said. 


| asked her if she felt safe in Rabwah. 


“The day | arrived here with my children, a strange 
peace came over me and | thanked Allah that we have this 
place,” she replied. “At least we have Rabwah.” 


185 


Flames of Faith: Surviving the 1974 Ahmadi Persecution 


The 1974 ouster of the ‘heretics’: What really happened? 


By Nadeem F. Paracha | Dawn November 21, 2013 


“With the ever-increasing problem of religious bigotry 
and violence that Pakistan has been facing ever since 1980s, 
many intellectuals, authors and political historians in the 
country have blamed the Bhutto government’s 1974 act of 
constitutionally redefining the status of the Ahmadiyya, 
formerly recognized as a Muslim sect, as the starting point of 
what began to mutate into sectarian and_ religious 
monstrosity in the next three decades. The Ahmadiyya 
community was (almost overnight) turned into a non-Muslim 
minority in Pakistan.” 


“Many observers correctly point out that by 
surrendering to the demands of the religious parties in this 
contest (especially after they had restored to violence), Bhutto 
unwittingly restored their confidence and status that was 
badly battered during the 1970 election. ...... Bhutoo caved to 
opposition pressure and on Sept 7, 1974, a bill was passed and 
Ahmadiyya became a non-Muslim minority by law. ..... In the 
final act of this irony, in April 1979, the same man was sent to 
the gallows by the military dictatorship of Ziaul Haq, who 
decided to stay on to ‘turn Pakistan into a true Islamic 
republic’ and would go on to explain how Bhutto had become 


7” 


‘a danger to both Islam and Pakistan’. 


“In 1953 after smelling an opportunity to reinstate 
their political credentials, the Jamaat-i-lslami (JI) and the 
Mojlis-i-Ahrar gladly played into the hands of the then Chief 
Minister of Punjab and veteran Muslim Leaguer, Mian 
Mumtaz Daultana, who was plotting the downfall of his own 
party’s prime minster, Khuwaja Nazimuddin. 
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The Ahmadiyya had played a leading role in the 
creation of Pakistan and were placed in important positions in 
the military, the bureaucracy, the government and within the 
country’s still nascent industrial classes. 


Daultana did not accuse Ahmadiyya directly. Instead, 
he purposefully ignored and even gave tactical support to JI 
and the Ahrar who decided to use the crises in the Punjab by 
beginning a campaign against the community and demand 
their excommunication from the fold of Islam. 


General Azam Khan: He led the crackdown in Lahore 
against anti-Ahmadiyya agitators and leaders. 


As JI and Ahrar members went on a rampage 
destroying Ahmadiyya property in Lahore, Daultana was able 
to shift the media and the nation’s attention away from his 
provincial government’s economic failures.” 
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How Pakistan played with secularism creed 


Observer Research Foundation, By Ashok Malik, January 30t* 2016 


“The Ahmadiyya community was officially declared 
non-Muslim by a constitutional amendment passed by the 
Pakistan Parliament in 1974. This was one of Zulfigar Ali 
Bhutto’s concessions to the Islamists and, rather than stem 
demands, put his government and his country on a slippery 
slope. Within years, Zia-ul-Haq was in power and promoting 
even stricter interpretations of (Sunni) Islam, complete with 
blasphemy laws that discriminated against minorities and 
other laws that discriminated against women. 


The year 1974 and the fact that a modern Parliament 
decided to define religious identities by classifying sects and 
groups of populations as belonging to or not belonging to a 
religion is commonly regarded as a milestone in Pakistan’s 
history. It is seen as the date when the singling out of the 
Ahmadiyya people, observant and practicing Muslims, as 
heretical made them vulnerable to violence and in-country 
exile.” 


“The anti-Ahmadiyya riots began in Punjab in 
February 1953. In what Ms Ispahani describes as a “pogrom” 
(ethnic cleansing), some 2,000 Ahmadiyya followers were 
killed by fellow Muslims. The Government either lost control 
or didn’t try too hard. The mob murdered the few policemen 
who sought to do their duty; most policemen didn’t bother. 


In about a week, the book quotes an account as 
saying, “The telephone system, the railways and electrical 
distribution equipment were damaged and... it seemed as if 
Lahore might fall totally into the hands of the mob, and the 
Army’s assistance was requested.” Martial law was declared 
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in Lahore, following the city’s biggest spell of violence since 
the Partition riots of 1947. Consider the irony. In six years, 
those who had “won” Lahore were fighting and killing one 
another.” 


The import of the 1953 riots is not just in the fact that 
they signaled the start of a sectarian blood feud among the 
Muslim people of Pakistan. Their true significance lies in the 
prescient Munir Commission report, which Ms. Ispahani 
writes about in deserving detail. The two-person judicial 
commission, the “Punjab Disturbances Court of Inquiry” to 
give it its formal name, was headed by Justice Mohammed 
Munir of the Pakistan Supreme Court. In less than a year, it 
produced a 387-page report, following 117 sittings, 92 of 
which, as the book tells us, were devoted to hearing 
“statements of various parties”. 


The commission tackled the question of Pakistan 
being declared an Islamic state and what this may mean. The 
two judges — Justice Munir’s colleague was Justice A.R. 
Kayani, a noted jurist and civil liberties voice who suffered in 
later years due to his criticism of Ayub Khan’s dictatorship — 
were clearly concerned about the influence of religion on 
affairs of state. They pointed to the absence of consensus on 
basic definitions of Islam and Muslim identity, stressing that 
these were matters the Government and state would be 
wise to avoid.” 


“As Ms. Ispahani stresses, with her carefully chosen 
extracts from the report, Justice Munir and Justice Kayani 
were astutely and firmly establishing the absurdity of the 
arguments made before them. “No two ulema,” they wrote, 
“have agreed before us as to the definition of a Muslim.” 
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In conclusion, the Muslim Commission made a pithy 
remark: “If we adopt the definition given by any one of the 
ulema, we remain Muslims according to the view of that alim 
(scholar) but kafirs according to the definition of everyone 
else.” In reproducing that line, Ms. Ispahani has said it all.” 
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Pakistan’s anti-blasphemy protests showcase 
minorities’ plight 
WorldWatch Monitor - November 27, 2017 By Asif Aqeel 


“Anti-blasphemy protests in Pakistan have once again 
highlighted the fragile position of the country’s religious 
minorities. 


In 1976 separate seats were created in assemblies for 
minorities. Then in 1979 the dictator General Muhammad Zia- 
ul-Haq created an entirely separate electoral system for 
Muslims and non-Muslims: Muslims were to vote for Muslim 
candidates, and non-Muslims for non-Muslim candidates. 
Religious minorities criticised the system, saying it was akin to 
an “apartheid” of minorities. 


In 2002, another military dictator, General Pervez 
Musharraf, restored the joint electoral system and even 
allowed non-Muslims to contest elections on general seats. 
But for Ahmadis, the electoral system did not change.” 
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Human Rights Watch: June 1, 2010 


Pakistan: Massacre of Minority Ahmadis 


Attack on Hospital Treating Victims Shows How State Inaction 
Emboldens Extremists 


(New York) — Pakistan’s federal and_ provincial 
governments should take immediate legal action against 
Islamist extremist groups responsible for threats and violence 
against the minority Ahmadiyya religious community, Human 
Rights Watch said today. 


On May 28, 2010, extremist Islamist militants attacked 
two Ahmadiyya mosques in the central Pakistani city of 
Lahore with guns, grenades, and suicide bombs, killing 94 
people and injuring well over a hundred. Twenty-seven 
people were killed at the Baitul Nur Mosque in the Model 
Town area of Lahore; 67 were killed at the Darul Zikr mosque 
in the suburb of Garhi Shahu. The Punjabi Taliban, a local 
affiliate of the Pakistani Taliban, called the Tehrik-e-Taliban 
Pakistan (TTP), claimed responsibility. 


On the night of May 31, unidentified gunmen attacked 
the Intensive Care Unit of Lahore’s Jinnah Hospital, where 
victims and one of the alleged attackers in Friday's attacks 
were under treatment, sparking a shootout in which at least 
a further 12 people, mostly police officers and hospital staff, 
were killed. The assailants succeeded in escaping. 


“The mosque attacks and the subsequent attack on the 
hospital, amid rising sectarian violence, underscore the 
vulnerability of the Ahmadi community,” said Ali Dayan 
Hasan, senior South Asia researcher at Human Rights Watch. 


Human Rights Watch also urged the government of 
Punjab province, controlled by former prime minister Nawaz 
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Sharif’s Pakistan Muslim League (Nawaz) party, to investigate 
and prosecute as appropriate campaigns of intimidation, 
threats, and violence against the Ahmadiyya community by 
Islamist groups such as the Sunni Tehrik, Tehrik-e-Tahafaz-e- 
Naomoos-e-Risalat, Khatm-e-Nabuwat and other groups 
acting under the Taliban’s umbrella. Leaders of these groups 
have frequently threatened to kill Anmadis and attack the 
mosques where the killings took place. The anti-Ahmadiyya 
campaign has intensified in the past year, exemplified by the 
government allowing groups to place banners seeking the 
death of “Qadianis” (a derogatory term for Ahmadis) on the 
main thoroughfares of Lahore. 


“The Punjab government is either in denial about 
threats to Ahmadis and other minorities or is following a 
policy of willful discrimination,” said Hasan. “The Punjab 
government’s law enforcement authorities need to dispense 
with traditional prejudices and proactively protect heterodox 
communities like the Ahmadis, who now are in clear and 
serious danger from both the Taliban and sectarian militant 
groups historically supported by the state.” 


The persecution of the Ahmadiyya community is 
wholly legalized, even encouraged, by the Pakistani 
government. Pakistan’s penal code explicitly discriminates 
against religious minorities and targets Ahmadis in particular 
by prohibiting them from “indirectly or directly posing as a 
Muslim.” Ahmadis are prohibited from declaring or 
propagating their faith publicly, building mosques or even 
referring to them as such, or making the call for Muslim 
prayer. 


Pakistan’s “Blasphemy Law,” as section 295-C of the 
Penal Code is known, makes the death penalty mandatory for 
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blasphemy. Under this law, the Ahmadiyya belief in the 
prophethood of Mirza Ghulam Ahmad is_ considered 
blasphemous insofar as it “defiles the name of Prophet 
Muhammad.” In 2009, at least 50 Ahmadis were charged 
under various provisions of the blasphemy law across 
Pakistan. Many of these individuals remain imprisoned. 


Since the military government of Gen. Zia-ul-Haq 
unleashed a wave of persecution in the 1980s, violence 
against the Ahmadiyya community has never really ceased. 
Ahmadis continue to be killed and injured, and have their 
homes and businesses burned down in anti-Ahmadi attacks. 
The authorities continue to arrest, jail and charge Ahmadis for 
blasphemy and other offenses because of their religious 
beliefs. In several instances, the police have been complicit in 
harassment and the framing of false charges against Ahmadis, 
or stood by in the face of anti-Ahmadi violence. 


“Ahmadis unfortunately become easy targets in times 
of religious and political insecurity,” said Hasan. “The 
Pakistani government has emboldened the extremists by 
failing to take action. It needs to repeal the laws used to 
persecute Ahmadis, and it must prosecute those responsible 
for anti-Ahmadi intimidation and violence.” 


However, the government seldom brings charges 
against perpetrators of anti-Ahmadi violence and 
discrimination. Research by Human Rights Watch indicates 
that the police have failed to apprehend anyone implicated in 
such activity in the last several years. 


Since 2000, an estimated 400 Ahmadis have been 
formally charged in criminal cases, including blasphemy. 
Several have been convicted and face life imprisonment or 
death sentences pending appeal. The offenses charged 
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included wearing an Islamic slogan on a shirt, planning to 
build an Ahmadi Mosque in Lahore, and distributing Ahmadi 
literature in a public square. As a result, thousands of 
Ahmadis have fled Pakistan to seek asylum in countries 
including Canada and the United States. 
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Inspiring Events 


"The story is extremely inspiring. | shed tears 
a few times as | worked on it. It reminded me 
so much of the people | met when | visited 
and lived in Rabwah in 1983-84 - people that 
completely and totally depend on and trust 
in Allah and Khilafat and are rewarded with 
inspiring scenes of Allah's manifestation of 
Grace. The dangers they faced were 
enormous, and their courage was incredible. 
It would be an honor to meet any member of this family. May 
Allah grant the Jama'at many more souls like this family. 
Ameen! 


You should be commended on this work. May Allah bless you, 
and may this book inspire many people to strengthen their 
faith in Ahmadiyyat and Khilafat. Ameen. " 


Tariq Sharif, USA. 
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| enjoyed reading this book 
immensely. As a convert, | enjoy 
reading stories of the companions 
of the Promised Messiah and 
their descendants. | allow myself 
to imagine that their early 
convictions are the same 
standard | must uphold as a first- 
generation Ahmadi. As | read the 
book | kept wondering if | would 
have such courage and 
determination in the face of such life and death situations 
and choices. 
| cannot say for certain how | would behave then, but 
| can say that | am better now, having vicariously experienced 
a real-life story from one who lived it. Having read what they 
were thinking and praying at the time, | feel as if know a little 
more what it is like to fight for your life, under siege, and 
travel a perilous journey. | am even more honored to know 
and regularly pray beside the author, Ajaz Khan. | never would 
have guessed he had endured so much for his faith. Now as | 
pray shoulder to shoulder with him, | pray that his father and 
grandfather enjoy a high station in paradise and that some of 
Ajaz’s convictions and spiritual inheritance may rub off on 
me. 


Abdul Latif Balanta Esq. 
Baltimore ,Maryland Jamaat ,USA 
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